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ad in meridian Glory beight; 
vou mine with more illuſtrious 


o- 


24 "Rays, va £19H of 8 
Above the Muſes weaker Flight, gr”, 
Above the Poets Praiſe; r F 


B In 


= Occaſional Poems, 


in win the Goddeb mounts. her native Skies 
In vain, with feeble Wings, attewpts to nes 
In vain ſhe toils to do her Hero right, 


Loſt in Rageſs of Day, * boundleſs Tracks pf Light. 
The Theban Swan with daring 


And Forer impetuous, ſoars on high, 
| 2 Above the. Clouds ſublimely ſings, | 
1885 Above the reach of mortal Eye. 

But what alas! would Pindar do, 
Were his bold Muſe to ſing of you : 
Can Chromjus' Strength be nam d with yours! 
Kot Can mimick Fights, and ſportive War, 
With $, chellembergh s demoliſh'd Tow'rs, 
Or Blanleims bloody Field compare: 
Ea | The Bard wou'd bluſh at Therow's Speed, 
1 When Marlbr6 mounts the 15 Steed; 
And the deſpairing Foe's purſu'd 
Thro' Tow ns, and. Provinces ſubdu'd. 


Fond | 


Tranſtationtd, Fables, Tales, &c. 3 
Fond Poet ſpare thy empty ws A | 
In vain thy Chariots tale ſb great 2 Duſt 3 
See Britains Hero with whole n 
To execute his valt Deſigns,” 
To paſs the Scheld, to force rhe Lines; 
Swift as thy ſmoking Carr, to win tir Olympick 
But now, when with diminiſh'd Light, 
And Bears more tolerably bright E 
Wien les of Grandeur, and Surprize, 
urs! Mild you deſcend eo mortel Eyes: 
Your ſetting Glories charm us mote; 
| Your Worth is better utiderſt66d, ©: /- 
The Hero more diſtinctiy view du, 
Glad we behold him not ſo Great * 
3 when ſhaded by vhs: 
B 2 


by, 


8 Occafona Poems, 


A lively Senſe-of coriſcious Worth, 
lis all her bidden- Beauties forth 
Darts thro the Gloom a lovely Ray, 

And by her on inttinſtck Light, creates a nobler 

2114.7 Day. 510 61 * 
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Higimio ir ni ot ote> | 
Let fickle Chance with partial Hands divide 
„ier gaudy Pomp: her tinſel Pride 
Who to her Knaves and Fools ſupplies 
Thoſe Favours which the Brave deſpiſe. 
Let Faction wise the ſaucy Croud, 
And call her Multitude to Arms; 
Let Envy's Vipers hiſs aloud, | 
c | And rouze all, Hell with dire Alarms : 
' Go ſhake the Rocks, and bid the Hills remove; ; 


” Yer fill the Hero's Mind ſhall be 
Unchangeable, reſolv'd, and free, 


Fix d on its Baſc, firm as the Throne of ove. 
A N 1 [ | We, Bri- 
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Tranſlations, Fables Tales} &c. 


- Britons, look back on thoſe auſpicious Days, 
On 1fer's Banks when your great Leader ſtõod, 
And with your gaſping Foes incumber̃ dall the 
2@ibed} i 5 ! alk wiv wonT 
Or when Ramillies' bloody Plain®* '** 
Was fatten'd with the MightyNlain j*® *'* © 
or when Blaregnies Ramparts were fall, 
With Force that Heav'n itſelf hal fal d. 
Did then Tevileing Pens profane 
Vour Maitbro's ſacred Name - 
Did noiſy Tribuncs then debauch the ©trotd ? 
Did their untighteous Votes blaſpheme aldud ? 
Did mereenary Tools conſpire 
To curſe the Hero whom their Foes admüreꝰ? 
No——The contending Nations ſung his Praiſe ; 
While Bards of e&v'ry Clime, 
Exert their moſt Triuniphant Lays,” o% 
. No Thought too great, no Diction roo ſibtime. 
Bri- B 3 Hail, 


5 


 Qreofonl, Popes: Aw 


Hail; glorious Prigce l ds not ſot thee ve grieve, 
For thy invulnerable Fame 
No Diminution can receives. 
Thou mighty Man ! art ſtill the ſame, 
Thy purer Gold clades the Hamea 

This fi'ry Tryal makes thy Virtue ſhine... /. 

And Perſecution crowns: thy Browse with Rays 
1, divine, 
But what alas! ſhall fainting Europe do? 
How ſtand the Shock of her imperious Foc? 
What Succeſſor ſhall, bear the Weight 
Of all our Cares} and prop the State? 
Since thou our, Atlas art remov d, 
o belt deſerving Chief! and therefore beſt belo'd? 
To your own, Blenheipts bliGful Scat, | 
. - From, this ungrateful World retreat i. 


WS + 
= 


ret » 


* * * 
n 
#3 3 1144 o 


= 
1 LI 
1 1 


Tranſlations,” Fables, Tales, &c. 7 
A Gift unequal to that Heto's Wort, 
Who from the 3 Thames led our bold 1/Bri- 
tons forth, Ir ict Rua 
To free the Ma and the Rhine, 
Who by the Thunder of his Arms 
Shook the proud Rhoſwe with loud Alarms, 
And rais d a Tempeſt in the trembling Seine. 
After the long Fatigues of War, 
Repoſe your envy'd Virtues here 3 
Enjoy (my Lord) the ſweet Repat 
Of all your glorious Toils, 
A Plcaſure that ſhall ever laſt, 
The mighty Comfort that proceeds 
A Senſe of *** Deeds. 


e, 


ys 
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Spoils.”. | * 
. To rural Pleaſures, chaſte Delights; 
3 4 
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The Orange; and tlie Citron Grove, 

Will by your hand alone improve: 

Wou d fain their gaudy Livries wear, 

And wait yõur Preſence to revive the Year. 

In this Elyſium, more than bleſt, 
Laugh at the Vulgar's enſeleſs Hate, 
The Politician's vain Deccit .. 
The fawning Knave, the proud Ingrate. | 

Revolve in your capacious Breaſt, 22643. 


8. 
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The various unforeſeen Events, 
And unexpected Accidents, 
That change the flatt ring Scene, and overturn the 
Frail are our Hopes, and ſhort the Date 
22 of Grandeur tranſitory State. + 
\ Corinthian Braſs ſhall melt away, 
And Parian Matble ſhall: decay; 
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Tranſlations, Fables; Tald, &c. i 
The vaſt Co/ofſus; that on either Shore 
Exulting ſtood, is now no more; 70 1 20 
Arts, and Artiſicers ſliall dies: 
And in one common Ruin lie 
Behold your 'own; Majeſtick Palace riſe, 
In haſte to emulate the Skies: 
The gilded Globes, che pointed |Spires; >" 
Sec the proud Domes — 
Emblem of Pow, and pompous * 
Above the Clauds aſpires: Y 
Yet Vulcan's/Spight, or angry aove, 
May ſoon its tow ring Pride-reprove,.. - .; / 
Its painted Glories ſoon. efface, LU 
Divide the pond rous Roof, and ſhake the ſolid Baſtr. 
| Material: Structures muſt ſubmit 60 Fate, . 
But Virtue which alone is truly great 
Virtye like yours (my Lord) ſhall be 


Scęure of Immortality. nile 2 by : 
Nor 


Nor forcign-Zorce, nas sgh, Rage; = 

: Nor Envy; nor devouring Age, 
Your laſting Glory ſhall inipair, 
Time ſhall. myſterious Truths declare, 
And Works of Darknef ſhall diſcloſe; | 
This Bleſling is teſery'd for-you 

T out-live the Trophies to-your Merit due, 
„And Malice of your Fes. 

II glorious Actions, in a glorious Cauſe, - | 
If Valour negligent of :Praiſe,!! -  // 

Peſerving, ct retircing —_—_— 

In gen rous Minds can great Ideas raiſc : 

If Europe ſavd, and Liberty reſtor d, 

_ "Byfleady Conduct, and a proſp rous Sword, 

Can claim in tres born Souls 2 juſt Eſteem y 
Britain's Victorious Chief ſhall * 
Reverd: by late Poſterity, [28% at 

The Hero $ Pattern, and the Poer's Theme, 
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B'Yowire, been boundleſs Den. 
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To roll 3 _ 

Or ſmooth the liquid way: 
Propitious hear Britannia's Pray. 
Britannia s Hope, is now your Care, 
Whom oft td yonder diſtant Shore, 0 Pe” 
Your hoſpitable Billows bore, 8 

When Europe in diftreſs implor d 
ref from his vietorious Sword; ; 
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I W "IE 27 ns 
=_ " Ortaſfonil Pons WY 
2 /Who, wheri the 1 mighty Work was as done, 2 
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Tyrants repelld,, Battels * M 
On —— glad” Vaves, p.* cite ou N Load. 


Theo dete your . 40 Meal lms, s/n yea Trang 
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. — 
| To Winds, and Sent, diſtreſs d he lies, 
* From Storm) Land, and Pation's 8 Spight, 
Tho' the more fickle Croud denies, 
The Winds, the Seas, : ſhall do his Virtue right. 
Se huſnt ye Winds, be ſtill ye Seas; 
ve Billows llecp at caſe. 952 
And in your rocky Caverns reſt, 
Let all be Calm as the Great Hero's Breaſt. 
leere no unruly Paſſions reign; | 
Nor le Fear, nor _ Diſdain, 


ing 7 0 


Here 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 13 


» - 


Here no gloomy Cares atiſe, 
» | Conſcious Honour ſtill ſupplies, 
Friendly Hope, and Peace of * 
Such as dying Martyrs find. 
Serene within, no Guilt he knows, 
While all his Wrongs ſir heavy on his Foes. 


4 & as. 4 
= 
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-DUCTE ve Ni 7 | 
Say, Muſe, what Hero ſhall I ſing, 
What great Example bring, 
To parallel this mighty Wrong, 1 20 
And with his graceful Woes adorn my Song! 25 


Shall Brave THEMISTOCLES appear 

Before the haughty Perſian s Throne 3 

While conquer d Chiefs confeſs their Fear, 

And ſhatterd Fleets his Triumphs own. 
In Admiration fir d, the Monarch ſtood, 


With ſecret Joy „ his Glorious Prize he view'd, 
Of more UE N than Provinces ſubdu'd. 


os 


He writ the rigid — birne 
e pity'd the miſguided Clown. * 
x him, who when brib d Orators miſled 
The Fadtious Tribes, to hoſtile Parts | fled 
_ vile Ingrateful Croud, 90 
Proclaim d their impious Joy aloud, 
| But ſoon the Fools diſcovet d to their Coſt, 
Athens in ALcimaves was loſt. 
Or if a Roman Name delight thee more, | 
The Great Dictator s Fate deplore, 
C AMILLUS againſt noiſy Faction bold, 
8 Victories, and Triumphs old. { 
Ungrateful Rome | 


| Puniſh d by Heav'ns avenging Doom, 


Soon ſhall thy ardent Vows invite him home, 
The mighty Chieftain ſoon recall, 


To prop the falling Capitol, 


And fave his 2 from the perjur d Gaul. 
Scarch 


— * _ 


7 9 


Yet Thee, all theſe, but faintly can expteſi 


—ͤ—ñ— ——— — — — Dkfkf:U!Uè ˙ es, 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 15 
And eV ry ſhameful Story trace. „ 
Black with Injuſtice and Diſgrace, 
When glorious Merit was a Crime 3 


Folly without Excuſe, and Madneſs in Excels. 


8 
The nobleſt Object that our Eyes can bleſs,. 
Is the Brave Man triumphant in Diſtecſs:: / 
Above the reach of partial Fate, 
Above the Vulgar's Praiſe,” or Hate, 
Whom no feign'd Smiles can raiſe, no real Frowns 
depreſs. * | 


- 


_ View him, ye Britons, on the naked Shore, 


Reſolv d to truſt your faithleſs Yows no mote, 
That Mighty Man ! who for ten glorious Years 
Surpaſs d our Hopes, prevented all our Pray'rs. 


A 


466 — Pan 


A Name; in ev ry Clime renew d. 
Zy Nations bleſs d, by Monarchs crown d. 
In ſolemn Jubilees our Days we ſpent, 
Our Hearts exulting in each Grand Event. 
Factions applaud the Man they hate, 
And with Regret, to pay their painful Homage 
wait. 
Have I not ſeen this crouded Shore, 
With Multitudes all cover d der? 
While Hills and Groves their Joy proclaim, 
And ccchoing Rocks return his Name. 
Attentive on the lovely Form they gaze, 
Ee withachcarful Smile, 
Glad to reviſit this his parent Iſle, 
Flies from their Incenſe, and eſcapes their Praiſe. 
Ves, Britons, view him ſtill, unmovd, 
- Unchang'd, tho' leſs below d. 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 17 


His gen'rous'Soul no deep Reſentment fires, 
But bluſhing for his Country's Crimes, the kind good. 
Man retires. 

Ev'n now he fights for this devoted Iſle, 
And labours to preſerve his native Soil, 
Diverts the Vengeance which juſt Heav n prepares, 
Accus d, Diſarm'd, protects us with his Pray'rs. 
Obduratc Hearts ! Gun! ſuch Merit move? 
The Hero's Valour, nor the Patriot's Love ? 
Fly, Goddeſs, fly, this inauſpicious Place; 

Spurn at the vile Degen'rate Race, 
Attend the Glorious Exile, and proclaim 
In other Climes his laſting Fame, % 
Where honeſt Hearts, unknowing to forget 

The Bleſſings from his Arms receiv d, 

Confeſs with Joy the mighty Debt, 
Their Altars reſcu d, and their Gods reliev d. 


C 4. 
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Nor ſails the Hero to a Clime unknown, 
Cities preſerv'd, their great Deliv'rer-own : 
Impatient Crouds about him preſs, 
And with ſincere Devotion bleſs. 
Thoſe Plains of ten years War the bloody Stage, 
(Where panting Nations ſtruggled to be free 
And Life exchang d for Liberty) 
Retain the Marks of ſtern Bellond's Rage. 
The doubtful Hind miſtakes the Field 
is fruitleſs Toil ſo lately till'd : 
Here deep Intrenchments ſunk, and Vales appear, 
The vain Retreats of Gallick Fear ; 
There new-created Hills deform the Plain, 
Big with the Carnage of the Slain: 
Theſe Monuments, when FaQtion's ſpight 
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Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 19 


Has ſpit its pois nous Foam in vain, 


To endleſs Ages ſhall proclaim 


The matchleſs Warrior's Might, 


[ The Graves of flaughter'd Focs ſhall do his Valour 


right. 
Theſe when the curious Traveller 
Amaz'd ſhall view, and with attentive Care 
Trace the ſad Footſteps of deſtructive War; 
Succeſſive Bards ſhall tell, Fr 
How Marloro fought, how gaſping Tyrants 
fell. ws 
Alternate Chiefs confeſs'd the Victor's Fame, | 
| pleasd and cxcus'd, in their Succeſſors ſhame. 
In ev'ry Change, in ev'ry Form, 
The Proteus felt his conqu'ring Arm, 
Convinc'd of Weakneſs, in extreme Deſpair, 


They lurk'd behind their Lines, and wage'd a lazy 


War. 
C2 Nor 


20 - Occaſional Poems, 


Nor Lin es, nor Forts, cou'd calm the Soldier's | 


Fear, 
Surpriz'd he found a Marlbro' there. 

Nature, nor Art, his eager Rage withſtood, | 
He meaſur'd diſtant Plains, he forc'd the Ml! 
2 Flood, ; 

He fought, he conquer'd, he purſu'd. ö 


In Years advanc d, with youthful Vigour warm d, 
The Work of Ages in a Day perform'd. 
When kindly Gleams diſſolve the Winter Snows, 
From Alpine Hills, with ſuch impetuous haſte, 
The Icy Torrent flows ; { 
In vain the Rocks oppoſe, . 7 
It drives along cnlarg'd, and lays the Regions 
waſte. | 
Stop Goddeſs, thy preſumptuous Flight, 
Nor ſoar to ſuch a dang'rous height, 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 21 


* Raiſe not the Ghoſt of his departed Fame, 


To pierce our conſcious Souls with guilty Shame: 


But tune thy Harp to humbler Lays, 
Nor meditate offenſive Praiſe. . | | 
W 3 
* He who remembers the many ſcurrilous Libels publiſh'd 
about the time this Ode was writ, and reflecting upon the 


< —— — 


Character of this Great Hero, will readily know what Figure 
is made uſe of in this Line. His Fame will be immortal, and 
his glorious Actions the Admiration of future Ages, when ſuch 
vile Scriblers, and their Works, ſhall be a prey to Worms, 


ſe 


33” Occaſional Poems, \ 


To Mr. Addiſon | 
Occaſioned by his Purchaſing an Eſtat: 


in Warwickſhire. 


| En erit unquam 
lle Dies, mihi cum ticeat tua dicere fatta ! 
4 E # erit, ut liceat totum mihi ferre per Orbem, 
Sola Sophocleo tua Carmina digna Cothurno ! 


VIRC. 8 


T'O the gay Town here guilty Pleaſure reigns, 


The wiſe good Man prefers our humble Plains 


” 


f 


Negleacd Honours on his Mcrit wait, 


Here he retires when courted to be Great, 


671717111 A TH oo ' alt m8 


The World reſigning for this calm Retreat, 
His Soul with Wiſdom's choiceſt Treaſurcs fraught, 
Here proves in practice each ſublimer Thought, 

And lives by Rules his happy Pen has taught. | 


Gr eat 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 23 


Great Bard! how ſhall my worthleſs Muſe aſpire 
| To reach your * without your ſacred Fire? 

4 From the judicious Critick s piercing * 

e : To the beſt- natur'd Man ſecure ſhe flies. 

When panting Virtue her laſt Efforts made, 
You brought your * Cid to the Virgin's Aid; 
Preſumptuous Folly bluſh'd, and Vice withdrew, 
To Vengeance yielding her abandon'd Crew. 
'Tis true, confed'rate Wits their Forces join, 
Parnaſſus labours in the Work divine: 

Yet theſe we read with too impatient Eyes, 
And hunt for you thro' ev ry dark Diſguiſe; 

In vain your Modeſty that Name conceals, | 


Which ev'ry Thought, which ev'ry Word reveals. 
- | 


* 


* The Letters which mark'd the Speffazors writ by 
Mr. Addiſon. 
C 4 With 


cal 


24 .- -Occaſonal" Poem, 


* With like Succeſs, bright Beauty's Goddeſs tries 
To veil immortal Charms from mortal Eyes; 

Her graceful Port, and her celeſtial Mien, 

To her brave Son betray the Cyprian Queen ; 
Odours divine perfume her roſy Breaſt, 

She glides along the Plain in Majeſty confeſs d. 

| Hard was the Task, and worthy your great Mind, 
To pleaſe at once, and to reform Mankind: 
Vet when you write, Truth charms with ſuch Addreſs, 


Pleads Virtue's Cauſe with ſuch becoming Grace, 


His own fond Heart the guilty Wretch NT; 
He yields in and convinc'd obeys: 

You touch our Fol lies with' ſo nice a Skill, 
Nature and Habit prompt in vain to Ill. 


Nor can i leſſen the Yeltator s Praiſe, | 


- - an from your e Hand he wears the Bays 5 


„vid Virg. reid. Lib. 1. 
N 
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His great Deſign all Ages ſhall commend, 

But more his happy Choice in ſuch a Friend. 

So the fair Queen of Night the World relieves, | 
Nor at the Sun's ſuperiour Honour grieves, 
Proud to reflect the Glories ſhe receives. 

When dark Oblivion is the Warrior's Lot, 

His Merits cenſur'd, and his Wounds forgot Bit 51 
When burniſh'd Helms, and gilded Armour ruſt, 
And each proud Trophy finks in common Duſt : 
Freſh blooming Honours deck the Poct's Brows, 


He ſhares the mighty Bleſſings he beſtows, 


His ſpreading Fame enlarges as it flows. ET] 
Had not your Mule in her immortal Strain 

Deſcrib d the glorious Toils on Blenheim $ Plain, "= 
Ev'n. Marlbro might haye fought, and eas _ 


bled in vain. 


wien 


* 
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When Honour calls, and the juſt Cauſe inſpires, 
Britains bold Sons to emulate their Sires; 
Your Muſe theſe great Examples ſhall ſupply, 


Like that to conquer, or like this to die. 


Contending Nations antient Homer claim, 
And Mantua glories in her Maros Name; 
Our happier Soil the Prize ſhall yield to none, 
*Ardennd's Groves ſhall boaſt an Addiſon. 
ve. Silvan Powers, and all ye rural Gods, 
That guard theſe peaceful Shades, and bleſt Abodes; 
For your new Gueſt your choiceſt Gifts prepare, 
Exceed his Wiſhes, and prevent his Prayer; 
| Grant him Propitious, Freedom, Health, and Peace, 3 
And as his Virtues, let his Stores 5 increaſe. | 


4 


* In the Saxon Times part of this County was called the 
> Foreſt Araen. 


His 
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| His laviſh Hand no Deity ſhall mourn, 
The pious Bard ſhall make a juſt Return 


In laſting Verſe eternal Altars raiſe, 
And over-pay your Bounty with his Praiſe. 


| Tuns ev'ry Reed, touch ev'ry String, ye Swains, 
Welcome the Stranger to theſe happy Plains, 
With Hymns of Joy in ſolemn Pomp attend 
Apollo's Darling, and the Muſes Friend. 


Ye Nymphs that haunt the Streams and ſhady 


Groves, 


Forget a while to mourn your abſent Loves; 0 

In Song and ſportive Dance your Joy proclaim, 

In yielding Bluſhes own your riſing Flame, 
Be kind, ye Nymphs, nor let him figh in vain. 


Each 
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Each Land remote your curious Eye has view'd, 


| That Grecian Arts, or Roman Arms fubdu'd ; 


Search ey'ry Region, evry diſtant Soil, 


With pleaſing Labour, and inſtructive Toil : 


Say then, accompliſh'd Bard! What God inclin'd 


Io theſe our humble Plains your gen'rous Mind? 


Nor would you deign in Latian Fields to dwell, 


Which none know better, or deſcribe ſo well, 


In vain Ambroſial Fruits invite your Stay, 


In vain the Myrtle Groves obſtruct your Way, 
And ductile Streams that round the Borders ſtray. 


Your wiſer Choice prefers this Spot of Earth, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by th' immortal Shakeſpear's Birth 


* Where thro' the Vales the fair Auona glides, 
And nouriſhes the Glebe with fat ning Tides ; 


* At Stratford _ Avon, where Shakeſpear was born, 
and buried. 
Flord's 
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Flora's rich Gifts deck all the verdant Soil, 
And Plenty crowns the happy Farmer's Toil. 
Here, on the painted Borders of the Flood, 


The Babe was born; his Bed with Roſes ſtrowd: 


Here in an ancient venerable Dome, 
Oppreſs d with Grief, we view the Poets Tomb. 
Angels unſcen watch o'er his hallow'd Urn, 


And in ſoft Elegies complaining "mourn : 


While the bleſsd Saint in loftier Strains above, : 


Reveals the onders of eternal Love. 

The Heav'ns delighted in his tuneful Lays, 
With ſilent Joy attend their Maker's Praiſe. 

In Heav'n he ſings ; on Earth your Muſe ſupplies 
Th' important Loſs, and heals our weeping Eyes. 


Correctly great, ſhe melts each flinty Heart, 


With equal Genius, but ſuperior Art. 
Hail, happy Pair ! ordain'd by turns to > bleſs, 
And ſave a ſinking Nation in Diſtres. 


\ 
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By great Examples to reform the Croud, 


Awake their Zeal, and warm their frozen Blood. 
When Brutus ſtrikes for Liberty and Laws, | 
Nor ſpares a Father in his Country's Cauſe ; 
Juſtice ſevere applauds the cruel Deed, 

- Tyrant ſuffers, and the World is freed. 

But, when we ſee the Godlike Cato bleed, 

The Nation weeps; and from thy Fate, Oh A. 7 
Learns to prevent her own impending Doom. 
Where is the Wretch a worthleſs Life can prize, 
When Scnates are no more, add Cato dies? 

| Indulgent Sorrow, and a pleaſing Pain, 

Heaves in cach Breaſt, and beats in ev'ry Vein. 
Th expiring Parriot animates the Crowd, 

| Bold they demand their ancient Rights aloud, 
The dear- bought Purchaſe of their Fathers Blood. 
Fair Liberty her Head Majeſtick rears, 

Ten thouſand Bleſlings in her Boſom bears; 


Serene 
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Serene ſhe ſmiles, .revealing all her Charms, 

And calls her Free- born Youth to glorious Arms. 
Faction's repell'd, and grumbling, leaves her Prey, | 
Forlorn ſhe ſits, and dreads the fatal Day, 

* When Eaſtern Gales ſhall ſweep her Hopes away. 
Such ae Zeal your Muſe alone could raiſc, | 


Alone reward it with immortal Praiſe. 


Ages to * ſhall celcheate your Fame, 

And reſcu'd Britain bleſs the Poet's Name. 

So when the dreaded Pow'rs of Sparta fail'd, 
Tyrteus and Athenian Wit prevail'd. 

Too weak the Laws by wiſe Lycurgus made, 
And Rules ſevere without the Muſes Aid : 

He touch'd the trembling Strings, the Poet's Song 


Reviy'd the Faint, and made the F ceble ſtrong z 


*The Wind that was to bring over the Hanover Suc- 
ceſſion. 


as 


. * | Recall'd 


ba, 
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Recall'd the Living to the duſty Plain, 

And to a better Life reſtord the Slain. 
The Victor - Hoſt amar d, with Horror view'd 

Th' aſſembling Troops, and all the War renew'd ; 
To more than mortal Courage quit che Field, 

And to thcir Focs chr unfiniſt d Trophies yield. 


hn 
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1] An Imitation of the Ninth Ode of 
the Fourth Book of Horace. 


W [ſcribed to the Right Honourable James 
 Sraxuors Eſq; one of his Majeſty's 
Principal Secretaries of State, late Earl 
STavN HOPE. 
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1. 


Orn near Avona's winding Stream 


I touch the trembling Lyre, 
No vulgar Thoughts, no yulgar Theme 
Shall the bold Muſe inſpire. 


'Tis Immortality's her Aim; 


4 


Sublime ſhe mounts the Skies, 


D 
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She climbs the ſteep Aſcent to Fame, | 
IF Nor ever ſhall want Force to riſe, 
| | While ſhe ſupports her Flight with S:anhope's Name. ; f 

What tho Majeſtick Milton ſtands alone 3 

* Inimitaþl y great 
Bow low, ye Bards, at his exalted Throne, 
Andlay yonr Labours at his Feet; , 
Capacious Soul! whoſe boundleſs Thoughts ſurvey M 
Heav'n, Hell, Earth, Sea; | 
Lo! where th embattcl'd Gods appear, 


The Mountains from their Seats they tear, 
And ſhake th Empyreal Heav'ns with impious War. 
Yet, nor ſhall Miltons Ghoſt repine 


At all the Honours we beſtow 

On Addiſons deſerving Brow, 
By whom convinc'd, we own his Work divine, 
Whoſe skilful Pen has done his Merit richt, 

And ſet the Jewel in a fairer Light. 
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Enliven'd by kts bright Eſſay 
Fach flow ry Scene appears more gay, 
| 4 New Beauties ſ pring in Edenss fertile Groves, 


And by his Culture PARADISE improves. 


Garth by Apollo doubly bleſs d 

Is by the God entire poſſeſs'd, 

Age unwillig to depart 

Begs Life from his prevailing Skill ; 
Youth reviving from his Art, 
 Borrows its Charms, and Pow'r to kill, 
But when the Patriot's injur'd Fame, 
His Country's Honour, or his Friends 
A more extenſiye Bounty claim, 

With Joy the ready Muſe attends, 
Immortal Honours ſhe beſtows, 

A Giftthe Muſe alone can give, 

She crowns the glorious Victor's Brows, 
And bids expiring Virtue live, | 
D 2 Ny mphs 
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3 Nymphs yet unborn ſhall melt with am rous Flames 
| That Congreves Lays inſpire ; 
| | And Philips warm the gentle Swains 
| To Love and ſoft Deſire. 
Ah! ſhun, ye Fair, the dang'rous Sounds, 
1 Alas! each moving Accent wounds, 
The Sparks conceal'd revive again f 
The God reſtor d, reſumes his Reign, 
In killing Joys and pleaſing Pain. 
Thus does each Bard in diff rent Garb appear, 
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Each Muſe has her peculiar Air, 
And in Propriety of Dreſs becomes more fair; 
To each impartial Providence 
Well - choſen Gifts beſtows, 
He varies his Munificence, 
And in divided Streams the heav nly Bleſſing flows. 


2. 
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2. 


If we look back on Ages paſt and gone, 

Y When infant Time his Race begun, 

3 The diſtant View ſtill leſſens to our Sight, 

O vfccur d in Clouds, and veil'd in Shades of Night. 

The Muſe alone can the dark Scenes diſplay, 

Enlarge the Proſpect, and diſcloſe the Day. 

Tis ſhe the Records of Times paſt explores, 

And the dead Hero to new Life reſtores, 

To the Brave Man who for his Country diedz 
Erects a laſting Pyramid, 
Supports his Dignity and Fame, 
When mould'ring Pillars drop his Name. 

In full Proportion leads her Warrior forth, 
Diſcovers his neglected Worth, 

Brightens his Deeds, by envious Ruſt o '<rcalt, 


* improve the preſent Age, and vindicate the 
paſt. 


D 3 Did 
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Did not the Muſe our crying Wrongs repeat, 


Ages to come no more ſhou'd know 


Of Lewis by Oppreſſion great 


Than we of Nimrod now, 
The Meteor ſhould but blaze and die, 
Depriv d of the Reward of endleſs Infamy. 
Ev'n that Brave Chief, who ſect the ec free, 5 
The greateſt Name the World can boaſt, 5 
4 Without the Muſe's Aid ſhall be 
Sunk in the Tide of Time, and in Oblivion loſt. 
The Sculptor's Hand may make the Marble live, 
| Or the bold Pencil trace 
The Wonders of that lovely Face, 
Where cv'ry Charm, and cv'ry Grace, 
That Man can wiſh, or Heav'n can give, 
In happy Union join d, confeſs 


The Hero born to conquer, and to bleſs. 


by 


Vet 
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Yet vain, alas! is ev'ry Art, 

Till the great Work the Muſe complear, 
And everlaſting Fame impart, + 
That ſoars aloft, above the Reach of Fate. 

| lail happy! Bard! on whom the Gods beſtow - 
be equal to the vaſt Deſign, 


hoſe Thoughts ſublime, in caſy Numbers flow, 
While Marlbro's Virtucs animate each Line. 

How ſhall our trembling Souls ſurvey 

The Horrors of each bloody Day ? 

The wreaking Carnage of the Plain 
Incumber'd with the mighty Slain, 

Ihe ſtrange Variety of Death, 

And the ſad Murmurs of departing Breath? 
Scamander's Streams ſhall yicld to Danube' $ Flood, 
To the dark Boſom of the Deep purſu d 

By fiercer Flames, and ſtain d with nobler Blood. 


Þ + | The 


ct 
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The Gods ſhall arm on either ſide, 
Th' important Quarrel to decide: 


The grand Event embroil the Realms above, 


And Faction revel in the Court of Jove ; 
While Heav'n, and Earth, and Sea and * 4 
Shall ſcel the mighty Shock and Labour of the War. 


9 Fe 


Virtue conceal'd obſcurely dies, 


Loſt in the mean Diſguiſe 25 
Of abject Sloth, depreſs, unknown. 
Rough in its native Bed the unwrought Diamond 
lies, 
Till Chance, or Art, reveal its Worth, 
}] And call its latent Glories forth; 
But when its radiant Charms are view d, 
; Becomes the Idol of the Croud, 
| 1 adds new Luſtre to the Monarch's Crown. 
What 
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What Britiſb Harp can lie unſtrung, 

When Stanhope's Fame demands a Song ? 
Upwards, ye Muſes, take your wanton Flight, 

Tune evry Lyre to Stanhope's Praiſe, 


Exert your moſt triumphant Lays, 


Nor ſuffex ſuch Heroic Deeds to fink in endleſs Night. 
The golden Tagus ſhall forget to flow, 
And Ebro leave its Channel dry, 
E'er Stanhope's Name to Time ſhall bow, 
And loſt in dark Oblivion lie. 
Where ſhall the Muſe begin her airy Flight? 
Where firſt dire& her dubious Way ? 
: | Loſt in Variety of Light, 
And dazled in Exceſs of Day. 
Wiſdom, and Valour, Probity, and Truth, 


At once upon the labouring Fancy throng, 

The Conduct of old Age, the Fire of Youth, 
United in one Breaſt pèrplex the Poet's Song. 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe Virtues which diſpers'd and rare 
The Gods too thriftily beſtow'd, 
And ſcatter'd to amuſe the Croud, 


When former Heroes were their Care, J 


T' exert at once their Pow'r divine - 
In thee, Brave Chief, collected ſhine. 
So from each lovely blooming Face 

Th ambitious Artiſt ſtole a Grace, 
When in one finiſh'd Piece he ſtrove 
To paint th all-glorious Queen of Love. 
Thy provident unbiaſsd Mind 

Knowing in Arts of Peace, and War, 
With indefatigable Care, 
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1 the Good of Human Kind : 

| ; Erect in Dangers, modeſt in Succeſs, 

a  Corruption's everlaſting Bane, | 
j Where injur'd Merit finds Redreſs, { 


And worthleſs Villains wait in vain. ., 
Tho' 


oo 
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Tho' fawning Kan beſiege thy Gate, 
And court the honeſt Man they hate; 

Thy ſteady Virtue charges through, 1 
Alike unerring to ſubdue, 


As when on Almanard's Plain the ſcatter d Squa- 


| 7 
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drons flew. 

Vain are hi Attacks of Force or Art, 
Where Ceſar's Arm defends a Cato's Heart. 
Oh! could thy gen'rous Soul diſpenſe 

Through this unrighteous Age its ſacred Influence ; 
Could the baſe Crowd from thy Kung learn 
To trample on their impious Gifts with Scorn, 

With Shame confounded to behold 
A Nation for a Trifle ſold, 

Dejected Senates ſhould no more 
Their Champion's Abſence mourn, 


Contending Boroughs ſhould thy Name return; 


Thy 


— 
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Thy bold Philippicks ſhould reſtore 
Britannia's Wealth, and Pow'r and Faine. 
Nor Liberty be deem d an empty Name, 
While Tyrants trembled on a foreign Shore. 
No ſwelling Titles, Pomp, and State, 
The Trappings of a Magiſtrate, 
Can dignify a Slave, or make a Traytor great. 
For, careleſs of external Show, 
| Sage Nature dictates whom t'obey, 
And we the ready Homage pay, 
Which to ſuperior Gifts we owe. 
Merit like thine repuls'd an Empire gains, 
And Virtue, tho neglected, reigns. 
The Wretch is indigent and poor, 
Who brooding ſits o er his ill-gotten Store; 
Trembling with Guilt, and haunted by his Sin, 
He feels the rigid Judge within. 


But 
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But they alone are bleſs'd, who wiſely know 
T enjoy the little which the Gods beſtow, 
Proud of their glorious Wants, diſdain 
To. barter Honeſty fot Gain; | ' 
No other III but Shame they fear, 
And ſcorn to purchaſe Life too dear: 
Profuſely laviſh of their Blood, 
For their dear Friends or Country's Good, 
If Britain conquer, can rejoice in Death, 


And in triumphant Shouts reſign their Breath. 
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To Doctor Mackenzie. 


| Thou, whoſe penetrating Mind, 


Is ever preſent in Diſtreſs ; 

Glad to preſerve, and proud to bleſs : 
Oh! leave not Arder's faithful Grove, 
| On Caledonian Hills to rove. 

But hear our fond united Pray'r, 


Nor force a County to Deſpair. 


Let Homicides in Warwick- Lane, 
With Hecatombs of Victims ſlain, 
Burchier for Knighthood, and for Gain ; 
While thou purſu'ſt a nobler Aim, 
Declining Intereſt for Fame. 


Whoſe Heart beneyolent, and kind, 


Wherc et 
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Where'er thy Maker's Image dwells, 
In gilded Roofs, or ſmoky Cells, 

The ſame thy Zeal : O er- joy d to ſave 
Thy Fellow-Creature from the Grave. 


For well thy Soul can underſtand 


The Poor Man's Call, is God's Command, 


No frail, no tranſient Good, his Fee; 
But Heav'n, and Bleſs d Eternity. 
Nor are thy Labours here in vain, 
The Pleaſure over· pays the Pain. 
True Happineſs (if underſtood) 
Conſiſts alone, in doing Good ; 
Speak all ye Wiſe, can God beſtow, 
Or Man a greater Pleaſure know ? 
Sec where the grateful Father bows ! 
His Tears confeſs how much he owes, 
His Son, the Darling of his Heart, 


Reſtor'd by your prevailing Art, 
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His Houſe, his Name, redeem'd by you, 
His ancient Honours bloom en; 

But oh! what Idioms can expreſs 

The vaſt denise Happineſs 

The faithful Husband feels? his Wife, 
His better Half, recall'd to Life: 

See, with what Rapture! ſee him view 
The ſhatter'd Frame rebuilt by you! 

See Health rekindling in her Eyes! 

Sce baffled Death give up his Prize ! 
Tell me (my Friend) canſt thou forbear, 


In this gay Scene to claim a Share ? 
Does not thy Blood more ſwiftly flow ? 
Thy Heart with ſecret Tranſports glow ? 
Health, Life, by Heav'ns Indulgence ſent, 


And thou the glorious Inſtrument. 


Safc 
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= Safc in thy Art, no Ills we fear, 

I Thy Hand ſhall plant Ely/ſcum here; 

3 Pale Sickneſs ſhall thy Triumphs own, 
; ; And ruddy Health exalt her Throne. 
he Fair, renew'd in all her Charms, 
Shall fly to thy protecting Arms; 


| With gracious Smiles repay thy Care, | 
a And leave her Loyers in Deſpair. 

WWhilc Multitudes applaud, and bleſs, 

heir great A/lum in Diſtreſs, 

| My humble Muſe, among the Croud, 

| Her joyful Pæans ſings aloud. 

| Cou'd I, but with Meonian Flight, 

WSublimely ſoar, thro Fields of Light, 

Above the Stars thy Name ſhou'd ſhine, 

Nox Great Machaon's rival thine ! 
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l But Father Phebus, who has done 


So much for thee his fav'rite Son, 


His other Gifts on me beſtows 
With partial Handy, nor hcars my Vows: 
Oh! let a grateful Heart ſupply, ; 


What the Penurious Pow'rs deny. 
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The WIFE 


Mperial oe (as Pocts ſung of old) 


Was coupled to a more'Imperial Scold, 

\ jealous, termagant, inſulting Jade, 

nd more obſervant than a wither'd Maid : 

ae watch d his waters with unweary d Eyes, 

nd chac'd the God through ev y fly Diſguiſe, 
WDut-brav'd his Thundex with her louder Voice, 

| Ind ſhook the Poles with everlaſting Noiſe. 

\t Midnight Reyels, when the Goſſips meets: -:: | 
le was the Theme of their eternal Chat: 

his ask d what Form great Fove would next de- 


viſe, 


nd when his God-ſhip would again Tauriſe ? 
E 2 — 


ht 
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That hinted at the wanton Life he led 
With Leda, and with Baby Ganymede : 
Scandals, and Lyes, went merrily about, 3 
With heav'nly Lambe-wooll, and Nectarial Stout. 1 F | 


Home ſhe returns erect with Luſt, and Pride, 


At Bed and B6ard alike unſatisfy'd; 


The Hen-peck'd God her angry Preſence flics, 
Or at her Feet the paſſive Thund'rer lies, 


In vain : Still more ſhe raves, ſtill more ſhe ſtorms, 


| And Heav'ns high Vaults eccho her loud Alarms: 


To Bacchus, merry Blade, the God repairs, 


To drown in Nectar his Domeſtick Cares, 


The Fury thither too purſues the Chace, 
Palls the rich Juice, and poiſons evry Glaſs P 
Wine that makes Cowards Brave, the Dying Strong * 
Is a poor Cordial gainſt a Woman's Tongue. 
To Arms! to Arms! th impetuous Fury crics, 
The jolly God th impending Ruin flies: 

His 
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3 His trembling Tygers hide their fearful Heads, 
f card at a Fierceneſs which their own exceeds 
J Bottles aloft like burſting Bombs reſound, 

| ; nd ſmoking ſpout their liquid Ruin round 

1 ike Storms of Hail the (catter'd Fragments fly, 

WP: uisd Bowls, and broken Glaſs, obſcure the 
Sky 3 

4 Tables, and Chairs, and Stools, together hurl'd, 
Wich univerſal Wreck fright all the nether World. 
Puch was the Clamour, ſuch ner Joves * 


| 
| 
: 
| 
| 
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prize, 


8 
hen by Gygantiek Hands the Mountains riſe, 1 


o wreſt his Thunder, and invade the Skies. J. 


Who wou'd not envy Jove eternal Life, | 
. And wiſh for God-head clogg'd with ſuch a Wife! 
r cer it be my wayward Fate to wed, 


Wert, ye Pow'rs, a Juno from my Bed: 


E 3 Let 
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Let her be fooliſh, ugly, crooked, old, 


Let her be Whore, or any thing but Scold ; 
With Pray'rs inceſſant for my Lot I crave 3 
The Quiet Cuckold, not the Hen. peck d Slave; „ 
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Or give me Peace on Earth, or give it in the Grave. 
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4 71 Memory | of my Dear Friend, 
= The late Reverend Mr. Mook. 
| | F humble Birth, but of more humble Mind, 
By Learning much, by Virtue more refin' d, 
kbar and equal Friend to all Mankind. | 
| parties, and Sects, by fierce Diviſions torn, 
| orget their Hatred, and conſent to mourn; 
heir Hearts unite in undiſſembled Woe, 
d in one common Stream their Sorrows flow. 
ach Part in Life with equal Grace he bore, 
| Dbliging to the Rich, a Father to the Poor. 
From ſinful Riots ſilently he fled, 


But came unbidden to the ſick Man's Bed. 


E 4+ Man- 


| 


_— 
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Manners and Men he knew, and when to preſs 


The Poor Man's Cauſe, and plead it with Succeſs, 


No Penal Laws he ſtretch'd, but won by Love = \ 
His Hearers Hearts, unwilling to reprove. a 0 
When ſour Rebukes, and harſher Language fail, 1 


Cou'd with a lucky Jeſt, or merry Tale, 

Oer ſtubborn Souls in Virtue's Cauſe prevail. 
Whenc'cr he preach d, the Throng attentive ſtood, 
Feaſted with Manna, and celeſtial Food: 

He taught them how to live, and how to die; 
Nor did his Actions give his Words the Lye. 


* 


Go, happy Soul! ſublimely take thy Flight 
Thro Fields of Æther, in long Tracks of Light, 
The Gueſt of Angels; range from Place to Place, 
And view thy great Redeemer Face to Face. 


Juſt 


1 
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; 8 Juſt God ! Eternal Soutce of Power and Love! 
; Whom we lament on Earth, give us above; 
oh! grant us our Companion, and our Friend, 
in Blis wirhour Alloy, and without End. 
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E PI T AP H 
| Upon Hucn LUMBER, Husbandman. 


N Cottages, and homely Cells, 


* True Picty neglected dwells ; 
ö Till calld to Heay'n her native Seat, 5 
Where the Good-Man alone is Great: 

"= is then, this humble Duſt ſhall riſe, 

And view his judge with joyful Eyes; 

While haughty Tyrants ſhrink afraid, 
And call the Mountains to their aid. 


The HIP. 


To WILIA dM CoLmoRE, Eſq; 
The Day after the great Meteor, in 
March 1715. 


HIS diſmal Morn, when Eaſt Winds blow, 
And evry languid Pulſe beats low, 


With Face moſt ſorrowfully grim, 

And Head oppreſs'd with Wind, and Whim, 
Grave as an Owl, and juſt as witty, 

To thee I twang my doleful Ditty ; 

Andin mine own dull Rhimes would find 
Muſick to ſooth my reſtleſs Mind : 

But oh! (my Friend) I ſing in vain, 

No Dogrel can relieve my Pain; 


Since 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Since thou art gone my Heart's deſire, 
And Heav'n, and Earth, and Sca conſpire, 
To make my Miſeries compleat ; 
Where ſhall a wretched Hip. retreat? 
What ſhall a drooping Mortal do, . 
Who pines for Sunſhine and for you ? 
If in the datk Alcove 1 dream, 
And you, or Phillis, is my Theme, 
| W hile Love, or Friendſhip, warm my Soul, 
My Shins are burning to a Coal. 
If rais'd to Speculations high, 
I gaze the Stars and ſpangled Sky, 
With Heart devout and wond' ring Eye, 
* Amaz'd I view ſtrange Globes of Light 
Meteors with horrid Luſtre bright, 
My guilty trembling Soul affright. 
* This Meteor appear'd & Night before the Writing of 
this, and its Paſſage is deſcribed by Mr. I Viſton. 
| To 
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: | To Mother Earth's prolifick Bed, 

1 3 ſive 1 ſtoop my giddy Head, 

From thence too all my Hopes arc fled. 

| N 1 Flowy rs, nor Graſs, nor Shrubs, appear, 
| To deck the ſmiling infant Year ; 

But Blaſts my tender Bloſſoms wound, 

And Deſolation reigns around. 

If Sea- ward my dark Thoughts I bend, 

L O! where will my Misfortunes end? 

: My Loyal Soul diſtracted meets 

Attainted Dukes, and * Spaniſb Fleets. | 
Thus jarring Elements unite, 

Pregnant with Wrongs, and arm'd with Spight, 


G 


Succeſſive Miſchiefs ev'ry hour 


On my devoted Head they pour. 
Whate' er I do, where er I go, 


Tis till an endleſs Scene of Woe. 


An Invaſin from Spain was expected about this Time. 
'Tis 


, 


62 
| 'T is thus Diſconſolate I mourn, 
I faint, I die, till thy Return; 
Ti ill thy brisk Wit, and oem Vein ; 
Reſtore me to myſelf again. 
Let others vainly ſeek for Eaſe, 
From Galen and Hippocrates, 
I ſcorn ſuch nauſcous Aids as theſe. 
Haſte then (my Dear) unbrib'd attend, 
The beſt Elixir is aFricnd, 1 
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To. 0. 4 LA D 7 
Who made me a Preſent of a Hilber Pen. 


AIR One, accept the Thanks I owe, 


'Tis all a grateful Heart can do. 
If cer my Soul the Muſe inſpire 
With Raptures and Poetick Fire, 
ow kind Munificence T1l praiſe, 
To you a thouſand Altars raiſe : | 
Jove ſhall deſcend in golden Rain, 
Or die a Swan; but ſingin * 
Pheous the witty and the gay, 

Shall quit the Chariot of the Day, 
To bask in your ſuperior Ray. 

Your Charms ſhall ev'ry God ſubdue, 


And ev'ry Goddeſs envy you, 


ä TEE I ee GDI IE 


a6 "Wow 


——— — CS 
——— 
—— 


— — 
— 


1 
—— —— — 


64 Occaſional Poems, 


Add this but to your Bounty's Store, 
This one great Boon, I ask no more 7 
O gracious Nymph, be kind as fair, 
Nor with Diſdain neglect my Pray r, 
So ſhall your Goodneſs be confeſs d, 
And I your Slave entirely bleſs d; 
This Pen no vulgar Theme ſhall ſtain, 
The nobleſt Palm your Gift ſhall gain, 


To write to you, nor write in vain. 


I F this pale Roſe offend your Sight, 
It in your Boſom wear; 
will bluſh to find itſelf leſs white, 


And turn Lancaſtrian there. 


Pot, Celia, ſhould the Red be choſe, 


With gay Vermilion bright ; 


WT wou'd ſicken at each Bluſh that glows, 


And in Deſpair turn White, 
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Preſenting to a Lady a White 
W Roſe and a Red, on the Tenth of June. 


Let 
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Let Politicians idly prate, 
Their Babels build in vain; 


As uncontrolable as Fate, 


Imperial Love ſhall reign. 


Each haughty Faction ſhall obey, 
And Whigs, and Tories join, 
ns H 
Submit to your Deſpotick Sway, 


Confeſs your Right Divine. 


Yet this (my gracious Monarch) own, 
They're Tyrants that oppreſs; 

'Tis Mercy muſt ſupport your Throne; 
And tis like Heay'n to Bleſs. 


: 
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The Bowling-Green. 


HERE fair Sabring's wand'rin g Currents flow, 


A large ſmooth Plain extends its verdant | 
Brow, 


] Here ev'ry Morn while fruitful Vapours feed 


IE 


Erne ſwelling Blade, and bleſs the ſmoaking Mead, 
cruel Tyrant reigns : Like Time, the Swain 


Whets his unrighteous Scythe; and ſhaves the Plain. 


zeneath each Stroke the peeping Flowers decay, 


And all th unripen d Crop is ſwept away. 


r n 


he heavy Roller next he tugs along, 


r Le . 


hifs his ſnort Pipe, or rears a rural Song, 
Wich curious Eye then the preſs d Turf he views, 


And cv'ry riſing Prominence ſubdues. 


F 2 | Now 
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Now when each craving Stomach was well- ; | 
ſtore d, | 
And Church and King, had travell'd round the Board, ; 
Hither at Fortune's Shrine to pay their Court, 4 
With cager Hopes the motly Tribe reſort ; 
Attorneys ſpruce, in their Plate-button'd Frocks, 
And roſy Par ſons, Fat, 8 
Of ev'ry Set, Whigs, Papiſts, and High- flyers, 
Cornuted ien and Hen- peck d Squires : 
Fox-hunters, Quacks, Scriblers in Verſe and Proſe, 
And Half-pay Captains, and Half-witted Beaux ; 
Oa the Green Cirque the ready Racers ſtand, 
Diſpos d in Pairs, and tempt the Bowlers Hand 
Each poliſh d Sphere, 4ves his round Brother own, 
The Twins diſtinguiſh d, by their Marks are known. 
As the ſtrong Rein PD the weil-manag'd Horſe, 
Here weighty Lead infus d directs their Courſe. 


Theſe 
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Theſe in the ready Road drive on with ſpeed, 
But thoſe in crooked Paths more artfully ſucceed, 
So the tall Ship that makes ſome dang'rous Bay, 
Wich a ſide Wind obliquely ſlopes her way. 

; Lo! there the ſilver Tumbler fix d on high, 

W The Vidor's Prize, inviting every Eye 

| The Champions, or Conſent, or Chance divide, * 
| hie each Man thinks his own the ſurer Side, 

| And the Jack leads, the sxilful Bowler's Guide. 


Bendo ſtrip d firſt, from foreign Coaſts he brought 
A Chaos of Receipts, and Anarchy of Thought ; 
Where the tumultuous Whims to Faction prone, 
| Still juſtled Monch Reaſon from her Throne: 
More dang rous than the Porcupine his Quill, 

| Inur'd to Slaughter, and ſecure to Kill. 

Let looſe, juſt Heay'n! each virulent Diſcaſe, 

But ſave us from ſuch Murderers as theſe ; 


1 Might 
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Might Bendo live but half a Patriarch's Age, 2 
Th unpeopled World wou'd fink beneath his Rage ; 7 
Nor need t' appeaſe the juſt Creator's Ire 3 


A ſecond Deluge, or conſuming Fire. 

He winks one Eye, and knits his Brow ſevere, 

Then from his Hand launches the flying Sphere ; 

Out of the Green the guiltleſs Wood he hutl'd, 

Swift as his Patients from this nether World : 

Then grinu'd malignant, but the jocund Croud 

Deride his ſenſeleſs Rage, and ſhout aloud. 
Next, Zadoc, tis thy turn, imperious Prieſt ! 

Still late at Church, but early at a Feaſt. 

No Turkey-Cock appears with better Grace, 

His Gaimiznts black, Vermilion paints his Face ; 

His Wattles hang upon his ſtiffen d Band, 

His platter Feet upon the Trigger ſtand, 


He graſps the Bowl in his rough brawny Hagd. lf 
5 | Then 


* 
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1 ; Then ſquatting down, with his grey goggle Eycs 
Nee takes his Aim, and at the Mark it flies. 


8 
3 Zadoc purſues, and wabbles o'er the Plain, 

F But ſhakes his ſtrutting Paunch, and ambles on in vain; * 
f For oh! wide-erring to the left it glides, 

he inmate Lead the lighter Wood miſguides. 

He ſharp Reproofs with kind Intreaties joins, 

Then on the counter fide with Pain reclines ; 


As if he meant to regulate its Courſe, 
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By Pow'r attractive, and magnetick Force. 

Now almoſt in Deſpair, he raves, he ſtorms, 
Writhes his unwieldy Trunk in various Forms: 
Unhappy Proteus! till in vain he tries 

A thouſand Shapes, the Bowl crroncous flies, 
Deaf to his Pray'rs, regardleſs of his Cries. 

His puffing Checks with riſing Rage -inflame, 


And all his ſparkling Rubics glow with Shame. 
1. 
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Beudos proud Heart proof againſt Fortunes ; 1 
| Frowi: : 
Reſolves once more to make the Prize his own; 4 
Cautious he plods, ſurveying all the Green, 
And meaſures with his Eye the Space between. 
But as on him 'twas — Curſe, 
To fall from one Extreme into a worſe; . 
Conſcious of too much Vigour, now for fear 
He ſhou'd excced, at hand he checks the Sphere. 
Soon as he found its languid Force 4 
And the too weak Impreſſion die away; 
Quick after it he skuds, urges behind 
Step after ſtep, and now, with anxious Mind, 
Hangs o'er the Bowl, ſlow- crecping on the Plain, 


. 


And chides its faint Efforts, and baw)s amain. 


; 
Y 
'Y 
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Then on the guiltleſs Green the Blame to lay, 


Curſes the Mountains that obſtruct his Way; 


ÞPrazcns 


WT Brazens it out with an audacious Face, 
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q nis Inſolence improving by Diſgrace. 


Zadoc, who now with three black Mugs had 
chear d | * 


3 His drooping Heart, and his ſunk Spirits rear d, 


Advances to the Trigg with ſolemn Pace, 

And ruddy Hope ſits blooming on his Face. 

The Bowl he pois'd, with pain his Hams he bends, + 
On well-choſe Ground unto the Mark it tends : 
Each adverſe Heart pants with unuſual Fear, 


With Joy he follows the propitious Sphere ; 


1 Alas ! how frail is ev'ry mortal Scheme! 


We build on Sand, our Happineſs a Dream. 
Bendo's ſhort Bowl ſtops the proud Vittor's Courſe, 
Purloins his Fame, and deadens all its Force. 


At Bendo from each Corner of his Eyes 


He darts malignant Rays, then mutt'ring flies 


Into 


7 
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Into the Bow'r ; there, panting, and half dead, 
In thick Mundungus Clouds he hides his Head. 


Muſe, raiſe thy voice, to win the glorious : 
Prize, | 

Bid all the Fury -of the Battle riſe : 
Theſe but the light · arm'd Champions of the Field, 
See Griper there! a Veteran well skill'd;. 
This able Pilot knows to ſtcer a Cauſe 
Thro' all the Rocks and Shallows of the Laws: 
Or if 'tis wreck'd; his cembliag Client ſaves 
On the next Plank, and diſappoints the Waves, 


In this, at leaſt, all Hiſtorics agree, 
That tho he loſt his Cauſe, he ſav'd his Fee. © 
When the fat Client looks in jovial Plight, _ . 
How complaiſant the Man! each Point how right! 
But if th abandon'd Orphan puts his Caſe, 
And Poverty fits ſhriaking on his Face, 

How 
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How like a Cur he ſnarls! when at the Door 

: For broken Scraps he quarrels with the Poor. 

| The Farmer's Oracle, when Rent-Day's near, 
And Landlords, by forbearance, arc ſevere 3 

J When Huntſmen treſpaſs, or his Neighbour's 8 

N Swine, . | 
Or tattcr'd Crape cxtorts a Right Divine. 

Him all the Rich their Contributions pay, 

; | Him all, the Poor, with aching Hearts obey: 

| He in his Swanskin Doublet ſtruts along, 

Now begs, and now rebukes, the preſſing Throng; 
A Paſſage clear d, he takes his Aim with care, 

And gently from his Hand lets looſe the SPhere: 
Smooth as a Swallow o'er the Plain! it flies, 

While he purſues its Track with eager Eyes; ; 

Its hopeful Courſe approv'd, he ſhouts aloud, 

Claps both his Hands, and juſtles thro' the Croud, 


Hov'ring 


— 


75 
Hovring a while, ſoon at the Mark it ſtood, 
Hung ofer inclin d, and fondly kiſsd the Wood; 
Loud is th Applauſe of ev ry berting Friend, I 
AndPeals of clam rous Joy the Concave rend. 
But in each boſtile Face, a diſmal Gloom | | 
Appears, the ſad Preſage of Loſs to come ; 
© *Mong theſe, Trebellius with a mournful Air 
Of livid Hue, juſt dying with Deſpair, 
Shuffles about, skre ws his chop· fallen Face, 
And no whipp d Gigg ſo often ſhifts his Place. 
Then gives his ſage Advice with wond'rous Skill, 
_ = Which no Man ever heeds, or ever will: 
= Vet he perſiſts, inſtructing to confound, : 
And with his Canc points out the dubious Ground. 


Strong Nimrod now, freſh as the riſing Dawn 
Appears, his ſi mewy Limbs, and ſolid Brawn, | 
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Erhe gazing Croud admires. He nor in Courts 
i Delights, nor pompous Balls; but rural Sports 
| \rc his Soul's Joy. At the Horn's brisk Alarms 
g e ſhakes th unwilling Phillis from his Arms; 
ounts with the Sun, begins his bold Career, 
5 To chaſe the wily Fox, or rambling Deer. 
o Hercules, by Junos dread Command, 
rom Savage Beaſts, and Monſters freed the Land. 
Hark! from the Covert of yon gloomy Brake, 
armonious Thunder rolls, the Foreſts ſhake : | 
Men, Boys, and Dogs impatient for the Chace, we 
umultuous Tranſports: fluſh in ev'ry Face; 4 
ith Ears erect the Courſer paws the Ground, 
ills, Vales, and hollow Rocks, with chearing Cries 
reſound: 
Drive down the Precipice (brave Youths) with ſpeed, 
Bound o'cr the River Banks, and ſmoke along the 
Mead. Pg 


Bur 


But whither wou'd the devious Muſe purſue 


Riots in Blood, and heaps 'on heaps are thrown. 
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The pleaſing Theme, and my paſt Joys renew ? 
Another Labour now demands thy Song, 5 
Stretch'd in two Ranks, behold tir expecting Throng, 


( 
As Nimrod pois'd the Sphere: his Arm he drew I 
Back like an Arrow in the Parthian Yew, \ 
Then launch'd the whirling Globe, and full as ſwift | 1 
ene: | E 
Bowls daſh'd on Bowls confounded all the Plain, Ms 
Safe ſtood the Foc, well-cover'd by his Train. s 
Aſſaulted Tyrant thus their Guard defends, 
Eſcaping by the Ruin of their Friends. 
But now, he ſtands expos'd, their Order broke, N 
And ſeems to dread the next deciſive Stroke. P. 
So at ſome bloody Siege, * pond'rous Ball V 
Batters with ceaſeleſs Rage the crumbling Wall, N 
(A Breach once made) ſoon galls the naked Town, Si 
A 


Each 
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Each Avenue thus clear d, with aching Heart | 
Griper beheld, exerting all his Art; 

Once more reſolves to check his furious Foe, 
Block up the Paſſage, and clude the Blow. 

With cautious Hand, and with leſs Force, he — 
The well-pois'd Sphere, that gently circling flew, 
But ſtopping ſhort, cover'd the Mark from view. h 


So little Teucer on the well-tought Field, 
Securely skulk'd behind his Brother's Shield. 


Nimrod, in Dangers bold, whoſe Heart elate, 
Nor courted Fortune's Smiles, nor fear'd her Hate; 
Perplex'd, but not diſcourag'd, walk'd around, 
With curious Eye examin'd all the Ground ; 

Not the leaſt opening in the Front was found. 
Sideway he leans, declining to the right, 
And marks his Way, and moderates his Might. 


Smooth- 
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* Smooth-glideing o'er the Plain, th' obedient Sphere 


Held on its dubious Road, while Hope, and Feat, 
Alternate, ebb'd, and flow'd in ev'ry Breaſt : 
Now rolling nearet to the Mark it preſsd; 3 
Then chang'd its Courſe, by the ſtrong Biaſs rein d, 1 J 
And on the Foe diſcharg d the force that yet remain d 1 : 
dnn was the Stroke, away the Rival fled, j 
The bold Intruder triumph'd in his ſtead. 


Victorious Nimrod ſciz'd the glitt'ring Prize, 


Shouts of outrageous Joy invade the Skies; 


Hands, Tongues, and Caps, exalt the Victor's Fame, | 
Sabring's Banks return him loud Acclaim. 
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The Lamentation of DAVID 
over Saul, and JONAT HAN: 

poctrate on Earth the bleeding Wartior lies, 
And Thraets Beauty on the Mountains dies; 
ow are the Mighty fallen! of - 


uſh'd be my Sorrows, gently fall my Tears, 
eſt my ſad Tale ſhou'd teach the Aliens Ears 
vid Fame be dumb, and tremble to JETTY 
Wo Heathen Gath, or Aſeaton, our Shame ; 

[ Leſt proud Phil Maia, leſt our havghty Foe, 

; ith i impious Scorn infulk e our folenin Wot.” 
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O Gilboa ye Hill alpirtt ing kigi, 


he laſt ſad Scene of Iſraets Tragedy: | 
5 => 


_ 
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Smooth-glideing o'er the Plain, th' obedient Sphere i 


Held on its dubious Road, while Hope, and Feat, 
Alternate, ebbd, and flow'd in ev'ry Breaſt: 


Now rolling nearer to the Mark it preſs ; 
Then chang'd its Courſe, by the ſtrong Biaſs rein d, 
And on the Foe diſcharg d the force that yet remain «| 
Chart was the Stroke, away the Rival fled, | 
The bold Intruder triumph'd in his ſtcad. 


Victorious Nimrod (ciz'd the glitt'ring Prize, 
Shouts of outrageous Joy invade the Skies; I 

| Hands, Tongues, and Caps, exalt the Victor's Fame, 4 { 
Sabrinas Banks return him loud Acclaim. 3 


The 
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Tt? Lamentation af Davip 
over Sa UL and JONAT HAN. 


3 Roſtrate © on Earth the bleeding Wartior lies, 
And Thrazts Beauty on the Mountains dies; 
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ow arc the Mighty fallen! 
Iuſh'd be my Sorrows, gently fall my Tears, 
eſt my ſad Tale ſhou'd teach the Aliens Ears : 


41 
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b zid Fame be dumb, and tremble to proclaing 
3 Heathen Gath, or Aſeaton, our Shame ; 
ea proud Phil Mia, leſt our havghty Foe, 
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O Gilboa! ye Hat aſpicfn ing high, 


Ee laſt ſad Scene of Iſrael's T ragedy: 


he 
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No fatt' ning Dews be on thy Lawns diſtil d, 


by» 
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No kindly Show” rs refreſh the thirfty Ficld; 
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No hallow'd Fruits thy barren Soil ſhall raiſe, 


Wwe. . ae „ 


No ſpotleſs Kids, that on our Altars blaze; JY 
Loneſme and wild ball thy bleak \ Sumenitsric 3 
Accurs d by Men, and hateful to the Skits. 4 
On thee the Shields « of mighty Warriors lay, | 
The Shield of Sau. Was Mlely caſt N . 
The Lord anointed Saul. his ſacred Blood 
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Diſtain d thy Brow, and ſwell'd the common Fol j 


How are the Mighty f fallen! A "Wi 
A e ni A 


Wherc'er their Bands the Royal Heroes led, I 
The Combat thicken'd, and the Mighty bled; Mi: 


The flaughter'd Hoſts bencath their Falchions dic, Wat 


And wing'd with Death uncrring Arrows fly; 4 


Unknowing to return, Mill urge the Foc, * 
As Fate inſatiate, and az ſure the Blow. Wn 
4 | | TY 
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1 q he Son, who next his conqu'ring Father fought, 


Kepeats the Wonders his Example taught: 
Eager his Sire's illuſtrious Steps to trace, 


And by Heroick Deeds aſſert his Race. 
5 8 | 
The Royal. Eagle thus her ripening Brood 
4 h Trains to the Quarry, and directs to Blood: 
1 | lis Darling thus, the Fpreſt Monarch rears, 
E ; firm Aſſociate for his future Wars: 

ij n Union terrible, they ſeize the Prey, 


he Mountains.tremble, and the Woods obey, 


In Peace united, as in War combin'd, 

ere Fonathan's, and Saut's Affections join'd, 

aternal Grace with filial Duty vy'd, 

d Love the Knot of Nature cloſer ty'd. | 

vn Fate relents, reveres the ſacred Band, ? 

nd undivided bids their Friendſhip ſtand. 
8 2 


8 * Occaſional. Poems, 
From Earth to Heav'n enlarg'd, their Joys improve, I | 
Still fairer, brighter ſtill, they ſhine above, 
Bleſt in a long Eternity of Love. 


Daughters of 1/7ael, o'er the Royal Urn 
Wail and lament; the King, the Father, mourn: i 


Oh! now at leaſt indulge a pious Woe, 


'Tis all the Dead receive, the Living can beſtow, 
Caſt off your rich Attire, and proud. Array, 


Let undiſſembled Sorrows cloud the Day: 


F . * F 
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Thoſe Ornaments victorious Saul beſtow'd, 
With Gold your Necks, your Robes with Puryl: : | 

_ glowd: | j | 
Quit-Crowns,” and Garſands, for the ſable Weed, 4 
To Songs of Triumph let dumb Grief ſucceed, 9 
Letall our grateful Hearts for our dead Patron bleed. : * 
How are the Mighty fallen! J 
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7 ; Tho' thus diſtre(s'd,tho'thus o'erwhelm'd withGrief, 
I Light is the Burthen that admits Relief; 
4 y lab'ring Soul ſuperiour Woes oppreſs, 

3 $ {or rolling Time can heal, nor Fate redreſs. 

? Wnother Saul your Sorrows can remove, 

4 Wo ſecond Jonathan ſhall bleſs my Love. 


$ 


O Jonathan! my Friend, my Brother dear, 


1 yes ſtream afreſh, and call forth ev'ry Tear: 
J ell my ſad Heart, each fault' ring Pulſe beat _ 
own fink my Head beneath this Weight of Woe: : 
J Near my Lamenty,' ye Hills ye Woods return 
4 y ceaſeleſs Groans; with me ye Turtles mourn ! 
How pleaſant haſt thou been! each lovely Grace, EM 


ach youthful Charm fate blooming on thy Face: 


8 
= 


y from thine Eyes in radiant Glories ſprung, 
d Manna dropt from thy perſuaſive Tongue. 


ho 3 G 3 


Wit- 
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Witneſs great Heav'n ! (from you thoſe Ardours\ 8 


came) 
How wonderful his Love! the kindeft Dame | 4 


Lov'd not like him, nor felt ſo watm a Flame. 


No Earthly Paſſion to ſuch Height aſpires, 
And Seraphs only burn with purer Fires. 

In vain, while Honour calls to glorious Arms, 
And Iſrael's Cauſe the pious Patriot warms : 
In vain, while Deaths ptomiſcuous fly below, 


Nor Xouth can bribe, nor Virtue ward the Blow. 
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Ja nouns Lady, with the Iliad 


of Homer tranſlated. 


JO (happy Volume) to the Fair impart 
The ſecret Wiſhes of a wounded Heart: 


ind Advocate! exert thy utmoſt, Zeal, 


2 .a „ a 


ED cſccibe my Paſſion; and my Woes reveal. 


f ft ſhalt thou kiſs that Hand where Roſes bloom, 
; ; And the white Lilly breathes its rich Perfume 
Pn thee her Eyes ſhall ſhine, thy Leaves employ ;; * 
Faculty, and ſooth her Soul with Io. 
atch the ſoft Hour, when peaceful Silencc'reigns,: 


ad Philomel alone like me complains: | ele 


G 4 When 
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Then by the waxen Tapers olim's ring Light, 


And evn Celeſtial Wiſdom ſcarce prevails. 


When envious Prudes no longer haunt the Fair, 
But end a Day of Calumny i in Pray r: 


Oer Quarles or Bunyan nod, in Dreams relent, 


Without diſguiſe give all their Paſſions vent, 


And moutn their wither d Charms, and youthful 
Prime miſpent. 


With thee the ſtudious Maid ſhall paſs the Night; 
Shall feel-her Heart beat quick in ev'ry Page, 1 
And tremble at the ſtern Pelides Rage: 


With Horror view the half: drawn Blade appear, 


And the deſponding - Tyrant pale with Fear; 
To calm that Soul untame d ſage Neſtor fails, 


Then lead her to the Margin of the Main, 
And let her hear th impatient Chief complain, 
Toſs d with ſuperior Storms, on the bleak Shores 


He lies, and louder than the Billows roars. 


Nen 
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Next the dread Scene unfold of War and Blood, 
Hector in Arms triumphant, Greece ſubdu'd ; 


| ; | The Vartial Gods who with their Foes conſpire, 
3 The Dead, the Dying, and the Fleet on fire. 

3 ut tell, oh! tell, the Cauſe of all this Woe, 

3 The fatal Source from whence theſe Miſchiefs flow ; 
3 ell her twas Love deny'd the Hero fir d, 


ZDepriv'd of her whom moſt his Heart deſir'd, 


Not the dire Vengeance of the thund'ring Fove, 


an match the boundleſs Rage of injur'd Love. 


Stop the fierce Torrent, and its Billows riſe, 
ay waſte the Shores, invade both Earth and 
Skies : 


onfine it not, but let it gently flow, 


t kindly chears the ſmiling Plains below, 


's 


3 2 
8 


ud cvcrlaſting Sweets upon its Borders grow. 


jg 
/ 
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Fs ys proud Walls the wond ring Maid 


5 10 convey, - 


With pointed Spires, and golden Turrets gay, 
The Work of Gods: thence let the Fair behold 
The Court of Priam rich in Gems and Gold; = MY 
His num'rous Sons, his Queen's Majeſtick Pride, 3 
Th aſpiting Domes, th Apartments 2 1 4 


Nun rt: 51 
Where on their Looms Sidunian Virgins wrought, 
And weav'd the Battels which their Lovers fought, | 
Here let her Eyes ſurvey thoſe fatal Charms, 

The beauteous Prize that ſet the World in Arms ; 
Thro gazing Crouds, bright Npgeny of Jove, 
She walks, and ev'ry panting H beats Love. 
EVn ſapleſs Age new bloſſoms at the fight, | 
And views the Fair Deſtroyer with delight : 


OT 


Beauty“ 


known, p 


In Helens Triumphs let her read her own; 


| F 
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Beauty's vaſt Pow, hence to the Nymph make 


3 


Nor blame her Slaves, but lay the Guilt on Fate, 


And pardon Failings which her Charms create. 


Raſh Bard! forbear, nor let thy flatt'ring Muſe, 


; With pleaſing Viſions, thy fond Heart abuſe; 


Vain are thy Hopes preſumptuous, vain thy Pray'r, 


Bright is her Image, and divinely Fair; 

But oh! the Goddeſs in thy Arms is fleeting Air. 
So dreams th' ainbitious Man when rich 7. okay, 
Or Burgundy, refines his vulgar Clay : 

The white Rod trembles in his potent Hand, 


And Crouds obſequious wait his high Command; 


Upon his Breaſt he views the radiant Star, 


And gives the World around him Peace or War : 


In 
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In State he reigns, for one ſhort, buſy Night, 


\ 
But ſoon convinc'd by the next dawning Light, | : : 
Curſes. the fading Joys that vaniſh from | 1 : 

ſight, | | 3 | | 


"8 
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Hudibras and Milton reconciled. 


To Sir Ap oLPRHUS OUGHTOR 


Si fractus illabatur Orbis, 


Impavidum ferient Ruinæ. 


H OR. 


EAR Knight, how great a Drudge is he 


Who wou'd excel in Poetry? 
And yet how few have learnt the Art, 


To inform the Head, or touch the Heart ? 
Some, with a dry and barren Brain, 


Poor Rogues! like coſtive Lap- Dogs ſtrain; 


While 


94 * Orca ſſonu Poems, UB 
While others with a Flux of Wit, 


The Reader and their Friends beſh--t. 
Wou' you (Sir Knight) my FREED 18800 


* 


He ftill writes worſt # who writes ſo ſo. 
ie this the mighty Secret lies, F 
To Elevate, and to Surprize : ; 1 
Thus far my Pen” at random tun; 1 
The Fire was out, the Clock ſtruck One. 1 
When Jo! ſtrange hollow Murmurs from with WW 1 
i 1 c 
Invade my Ears. In ev'ry Quarter rouz'd, 3 
The warring Winds ruſh from their rocky Chves l | * 


Tumultuous; the Vapours dank, or dry, 


Beneath their Standards nngd, with. low ring : 


Front 


* —— Mediocribus eſſe Poetis 
Non Dii non Homines, &c. 
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= Darken the Welkin. At each. dreadful Shock 


Oaks, Pines, and Elms, down to their Mother 
Earth | | 1 20 — 5 | } 
Bend low their ſuppliant Heads; The nodding 


Towers 


Menace Deſtruction, and * old Edrick's Houſe 
Prom its Foundation ſhakes. The bellying Clouds 
Burſt into Rain, or gild their fable Skirts 


With Flakes of ruddy Fire ; Fierce Elements 


nn Ruin rcconcil d! redouhled Peals 


Of ceaſeleſs Thunder roar. Cohrulſſons rend 


The Firmament. The whole Creation ſtands 


Mute, and appall'd, and trembling waits its Doom, 


And now perhaps (dear Friend) you wonder 


In this dread Scene of Wind, Rain, Thunder, 


* *Call'd Eaſton, alias Earickſton, from one Egrick the 
Saxom Proprietor, 


What 


s* 1 — *. 1 : * * 0 
N 28 ; , "= * 3 [OE a 
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What a poor guilty Wretch edu d do; 
il © Then hear, (for, Faith, I tell you true) 

I piſs d, thrice ſhook my giddy Head, 
Let a great — and went to Bed. 
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the Country... by 
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HE Sun departing hides his Head, 


H 


97 


The Lilly, and the Roſe are dead,. 

The Birds forget to ſing ; con 
The cooing Turtles now No. more -:..-7-7 | 
Repeat their am rous Dirties o'er, 54 o 
But watch th approaching Spring. Gt 
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5 Jig TI 
ll For Toon the merry Thad of My 


| Reſtores the bright all-chearing Ray 
. Soft A cbm * 1 Pope 4 


VY W 
he fn rs ambroſal * breathe, 
And all above, aud all TIN 
wh Is Fragrance, Joy, and Love. 
| | 6&3 
'1 | . _ 
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wo So when Miramda hence retite - 
| Each Shepherd only not expires: © © 
How ruefuf is the Scene 


How the dull Moments creep along? 
No fportive Hübe, e Wr * 
No Gambols on the Green. 
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4 


0 Met, when the radiant Nymph appears, 
| ach Field its richeſt Liv'sy Wearyavoi 0 127257 
All Nature's blithe and ga ß 
| W be Swains tranſported! with Delight. 
| After a long and gloomy Night, 4 <1; 2818 
F Bleſs the reviving Har. 4 0T 


5.8 


ile thus, indulgent to our Pray x oJ eln 97 

and Heav'n permitted ds to ſnare 1 % 
A Bleſſing ſo'Divines! : 0 

WV bile Gniſing Hope gave lame Rekheßh... 

6 And Joys alternate ſootiid our Grief bur 

Wust Shepherd cod repine ? . 
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But now her fatal Loſs we mourn, 


Never, oh! never to return 
' To theſe deſerted Plain; 
Undone, abandon'd to Deſpair, 
Alas! tis Winter all the Year ' 
To us unhappy Swain 


Ls 


4 * 
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Ve little Loves lament around, nl u . 
With empty Quivers ſtrew mne Ground, | | i 
DES Your Bows unbent lay down; 

Harmleſs your Wounds, pointleſs your Darts, 
And frail your Empire o er our Hearts, 


Till ſhe your Triumphs crown. 


7 


ec J . * 
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C Nymphs, ye Fawns, complgining 3 ſigh z 
3 Le 'c Graces, let your Trefſes fly, | 
1 The Sport of ey'ry Wind: 
e mimick Ecchoes tell the Woods, 
Repeat it to the murm ring Floods, 5 


She's gone! ſhe's Sone! unkind | -- 1. 
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reak, Shepherds, break each tuneleſs Reed, 


et all your Flocks at random feed, 
Each flow'ry Garland tea: 


* 


ince Wit, and ey quit the Plain, 
Paſt 8 but alia) our Pain, 


And Life's not worth our Care, 


H 3 | To 
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HO clofe imat d, more Caprike Maid? 


— 


[ 
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Young Dana? p play d a  Wakiton's part; 9 = 
The Gold that in her Lap was laid, $ 
Soon found a Paſſage to her Heart. 
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oH ele dogs N ige 
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Ambitious Semele, beguild.. trol dog 

By Juno unrelenting Hate. 

Amid the bright Dęſtguction mild., 
Enjoy d her Gd, and dy d in ſtate, 


bl 


W; 
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he Swan on Leda's whiter Breaſt, 
Artful Degenvcr | ncſtling a1. rer 
ith Joy ſhe claſpd her a0 Gueſt, 
Fond of a Bird ſo ſoft; and gay. Lb 
I nr 3% INRA e AU 
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Where Int'reft reigns, or Pride, or Show? 
Tis the rich Banker wins the Fair, 12 299324 
The Garter'd Knight, or Feather'd Beau. 


\ 


- 

. * 

* * — 7 

* > £4 "A 5. / m —- 

ö i , * — 1 

4 g 4 N * "X 
. , N N ” CY 
* 


No more my panting Heart ſhall beat. 
Nor Phiths claim one parting Grounn 


> 
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Her Tears, her Vows, are all a Cheat, 


For Woman loves herſelf alone. 
oe H 4 | 8 To 
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To the Right Honourable the 
Earl of HAL IF AN 
With the Fable of the Two $ prings. 


Halifax ! a Name for ever dear 


To Phebus, and which all the Nine revere; ; 
Accept this humble Pledge of my Eſteem, | 
So juſtly thine, Benevolence my Theme. 


In myſtick Tales, _ Parables, of old 

Grave Eaſtern Seers inſtructive Leſſons toldſʒ 
Wiſe Greece from them receiv d the happy Plan, 
And taught the Brute to pedagogue the Man. 


The 
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Erne Matron Truth appears with better Grace, 


hen well-wrought Fables veil her rev'rend Face: 


1 Dry Precept may inſtruct, but can't delight, 


While pleaſing Fictions all our Pow irs excite. 
2 ur buſy Minds each Faculty employ, 724 
1 And range around, and ſtart their Game with Joy; 


leas d with the Chace, make the rich Prey their 


3 And glory in the Conqueſts they have won. 


able alone can crown the Poet's Brow, 


pon his Works immortal Charms beſtow : 


* 
8 _ 
wa 
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WA nd 'twere a Sin that Method to diſprove, 


V hich * Heav'n has fix d by Sanctions from above. 


Ay humble Muſe in calm Retirement roves 


ear moſſy Fountains, and near ſhady Groyes : © © 


et even there, her loyal Hands wou'd raiſe 


Some rural Trophy to her Monarch's Praiſe ; 


7 
A. 
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* The Parables in Sacred Writ. 
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Inſtruct thoſe Fountains and thoſe Groves to ſhow, 
What copious Bleſſings from his Bounty flow ; 
While Flow'rs, and Shrubs, bleſs his propitious Aid, . 


His Urn refecſhing, or protecting Shade. 
Great Friend of Human Kind ! thy pious Hand 
Nor wounds to kill, nor conquers to command. 
Lerhaughty Tyrants of-falſe Glory dream, 

| Without Remorſe purſue the bloody Scheme; 
To Fame forbidden tread the lawleſs Way, 
And oer the ravag d World extend their Sway: 
Tis thine (Great GEORGE) to guard thy fav'rite Ille 
From open Force, and evry ſecret Wile; 


To pay juſt Heav'n what righteous Monarchs owe, 
And like that Heav'n, to bleſs the World below: 


*The Slaves redeem'd by the- King. 
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To build new — — to repair the old, 


To bring the ſtraggling Sheep into the Fold, 
And by wiſe Laws reſtore an Age of Gold. 


Ye bliſsful Seats * Where T ame and, he join, 


Lovely Retirement of the ſacred Ni inc, 

Parent of Arts, and once my ſweet Abode, 

Can ye forget the Bleſſings he beſtow'd? 

Can Sophiltry "prevail againſt that Prince, J 3 

Whoſe Mercy and Beneficence convince? nad 

Oh ! touch each tuneful String, let ry Muſe 

From all her Stores * nobleſt Pans chuſe ; / 

Pay what ſhe can in tributary Lays, : 
od 

And to his Virtue grant Supplies of Praiſc. 

To all the World your — Hearts make known, 


And in your Monarchs Fame record your own, 


His Fame 


-which Envy 5 Breath can never blaſt, 
But Ages yet to come ſhall join the paſt, 


And Brunſwick 5 Glory with the World ſhall 1 
® In the Neighbourhood of Orford, 


A Song for the Lute, 


». 


Ently, my Lute, move 'cv'ry String, 
Soft as my Sighs, reveal my Pain 
While . in plaintive Numbers ſing, 
Of, lighted Vows, and cold Diſdain. 


ö a * 


In vain her Airs, in vain 5 Art, 4 


| on ( | Tn vain ſhe frowns when I appear 3 
Thy Notes ſhall melt her frozen Heart, 


| A She cannot Hate, if ſhe can Hear. 
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nd ſee ſhe ſmiles ! thro all the Groves 
= Triumphant 16-Peans ſound; 
4 Clap all your Wings, ye little Loves, 


Ye ſportive Graces dance around. 


* On IAR 
| 2 liſt ning Oaks, bend to my Song; 
: Not Orpheus play'd a nobler Lay: 
e Savages, about me throng, | 
Ye Rocks, and harder Hearts obey. 
5 i 
| he comes, ſhe comes, relenting Fair! 
10 fill with Joy my longing Arms; 
What faithful Lover can deſpair, 
Wo thus with Verſe, and Muſick, charms? 


: | | 3 The 
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fy HEN tortur d by the cruel Fair, 

And almoſt mad with wild Deſpair, 

My flecting Spirits rove 5 

One cordial Glance reftores her Slave, 

"JE me from the gapeing Grave, 
And ſooths my Soul to Love. 


2 


' Thus in a Sea of Doubt Tm toſs d di f 
Now ſunk, now thrown upon the Coaſt , 


has 4. - 
* * 
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What Wrecch can long endu ts. 


Such 
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4 Such odd, perplexing Pangs as _ | | 
W hen pace mona! the Difate, 1 


Nor yet compleat the Cure? 
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Proud Tyrant! ſince to ſave, or kill, . . 
Depengs on thy capricious Will, 
This milder Sentence es,, 
Reverſe my ſtrange, untoward Fata, 

Oh! let me periſh by thy Hate, 

Or by thy Kindneſs live. oo OO 
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The Superannuated Lover. 


EAD to the ſoft Delights of Love, 
Spare me, O! ſpare me, crukl Boy 3 
Nor ſeck in vain that Heart to move, 


-> „ 


Which pants tio more with am'rous Joy. | 


Of old thy faithful hardy Swain, 

(When ſmit with fair Paſtors Charms) 
I ſerv thee many a long Campaign, 

And wide I ſpread; thy conqu ring Arms. 


Now (mighty God) diſtnifs thy Slave, | 
To feeble Age let Youth ſucceed ; 


\ 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 113 


: 
* : 
1 
"y 
: 


ecruit among the Strong, and Brave, 
And kindly ſpare an Illvalide. Denni! 1 
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dieu fond Hopes, fantaſtick Cares, 
Ye killing Joys, ye pleaſing Pains, ' 
ly Soul for better Gueſts prepares, | 


W Reaſon reſtor'd, and Virtue reigns. 


t why (my Cloe) tell me why? 
Why trickles down: this- filent Tear! 
Thy do theſe Bluſhes riſe, and die'? 


Why ſtand I mute whit thou art here? 


n Sleep affords my Soul no reſt, 
Thee bathing in the Stream I view; 


n thee 1 dance, with thee I feaſt, 


Thee thro the gloomy: Grove purſue. , 
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Thy Vaſſal's raging Pains remove; 


Oh take my 


Triumphant God of gay Deſires! 


I burn, I burn, w 
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N f ler Sighs, and fond Wiſhes, and aukward 1 


hat a porher is 1 with ber! — ous —_— 
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Ania to the Ladis. 3 


: 111 1 —_ © — ws Þ as 4 * . 0 A! i 
„ * . . 0 ? 6 * * * — 9 * * "oo - 
21L: * "= 14 : 7 inen 9 # 187 "4 TH N 11 57 . a 4. 
CA 


HO now regards Chloris, her Tears, and her 
Whining, 


nod 


4 
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nice Prude at fifteen! and a Romp in decay ! 
old December affets the ſwcer Bloſſoms of May; 
o fawn in her Dotage, and i in her Rloom ſpurn us, 


to quench Love's Torch, and With Touchwood to 
burn us. a 


$4 742) I 2 1 


— 


| * 
. x: 


£9 4 | : . 
S O 2 he Pp 
gs \** 3 S © 5 n * — Li ts „ S 


Believe me kr wa there's no way 5 0 8 
While ye piſh, Yards B05 your Roles are fading : 


Tho' your Paſſion ſurvive, your Beauty will dwindle, 


And __ dying Embers can never rekindle. 
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i Wiwaze ſctin a Cloud, what 7001 will adore ye? 
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Then ye Fair be add, and ſnatch the kind Bleſſing 


And ſhew your good Conduct by timely Poſſeſſing, 
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ANACREONTICK 
To CIO E Drinking. 


HEN (my dear Cloe) you reſign 

One happy Hour to Mirth and Wine, 
Each Glaſs you drink till paints your Face 
With ſome new viftorious Grate J 
Charms jn reſerve my Soul ſurprize, 
And by freſh Wounds your Lover dies. 
Who can xeſiſt thee, loyely Fair! 
That Wit! that ſoft engaging Air ! 


Each panting Heart its Homage pays, 

And all the Vaſſal World obeys. 

God of the Grape, boaſt no no more | 

Thy Triumphs on far Indus Shore : P 
Is ; Each 
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Each uſcleſs Weapon now | lay down, 


* + 0 * 


Gr 7. b 1 7 8 
Thy Typers, Gatr, and Ivy Crown de GER 
Wine fo 2th I SE I "vs the 


Give but this Juice in full Supplics, 
And truſt thy Fame to C/oe's Eyes. 


> HeaW i TO 1.9 AM 
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a 


Ee WE SN OS, 


70 a Diſcarded Toaſt. 


E L IA, confeſs tis all in vain, 
To patch the Ruins of thy Face ; 


[Nor of ill natur d Time complain, 
That robs it of each blooming Grace. 


Die Love no more ſhall bend his Bow, 
Nor point his Arrows from thine Eye, 
| If no lace'd Fop, nor feather d Beau, 


Deſpairing at thy Feet ſhall die: 


; Let ſtill (my Charmer) Wit like thine 

WF Shall triumph over Age and Fate 

Thy ſetting Beams with Luſtre ſhine, 

And rival their Meridian Height, © © 
26 Beauty, 
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Beauty, fair Flow'r! ſoon fades away, 1 
And tranſient are | the Joys of Lovez -- 
But Wit, and Virtue, ne er decay, I 


Ador d below, and bleſs d above. I 


»\ 1% * 
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The. Perjured Miſtreſs. 
From Horace, Epod. 15. ad Neæram. 


FT a Night, and Heay'n intent with all - 
its Eyes | 7 
Gaz'd on the dear deceitful Maid: 
A thouſand pretty things me ſaid, 
A thouſand artful Tricks ſhe play d, 
From me, deluded me, her Falſhood to diſguiſe 


She claſp'd me in her ſoft encircling Arms, 
She preſs d het glowing Cheek to mine, 
The clinging Ivy, or the curling ry 


Did never yet fo cloſely twine; 
Who cou'd be Man, and bear the Luſtre of n 


Charms? 
And 


Occaſſanal Poems, 


© When Winter Storms ſhall ceaſe to roar, 


When Summer Suns ſhall ſhine no more, 


When Wolves their Cruelty give o'er; 2 
| | b 
Newrs then, and not till then, ſhall ceaſe to love. 


Ah! falſe Neera! perjur'd Fair ! but know, 
I have a Soul too great to bear 
| A Rival's proud inſulting Air, 
Another may be found as fair, 4 
As fair, ungrateful Nymph! and far more juſt tha 


5 


should thou repent, and at my Feet be laid, 
Dejected, penitent, forlorn, 


And all thy former Follies mourn, 


Thy proffer d Paſſion I wou d ſcorn : 


The Gods ſhall do me right on that devoted Head, 
And 
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And you, ſpruce Sir, who inſolently gay, | 


Exulting laugh at my Diſgrace, | 

Boaſt with vain Airs, and ſtiff Grimace, 

: Your Urge Flute, your handſome Face; 
Pidud of a Actrlng Bliſs, the kagkant of a re 


\\ 


AY 


You too ſhall ſoon repent — haughty Scorn 


When fickle as the Sea of Wind, ( | 
The Proſtitute ſhall change her Mind, 
To ſuch another Coxcomb kind ; 


—— 


Then ſhall I clap my Wings, and triumph in my turn, 


D w_ 2 * 5 9 ob 8 . p , F; a 
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To a young; Lady, th Guin 101 
Night in Tears, upon 4 Repos 
that her Brother was to feeht a Du 
the next Morni ing. 


ASTORA: weeps, 0 every * mourn, 
Her Grief is no leſs fatal than her Scorn: 
Thoſe ſhining Orbs inflict an equal Pain, : 
Oer: flow n with Tears, or pointed with Diſdain. 


When Doubts, and Fears invade that tender Brea, 
Where Peace, and Joy, and Love ſhou d ever reſt; 
As Flow'rs depriv'd of the Sun's genial Ray, 
Earthward we bend, 2nd ſilently decay 3 

In ſpight of all Philaſophy can do, 

Our Hearts relent, the burſting Torrents flow, 


We feel her Pains, and propagate her Woe. 
| Each 
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| 
| 
Fach mournful Muſe laments the weeping Fair, 
A 1 1 
777FFFFFFFCCTC rear, =; =» if 
Love drags his Wings, and droop his little Head, 
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And Venus mourns as for Adonis dead. 
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Patience (deat Maid) nor withbut Cauſe complain, 
O laviſh not thoſe precious Drops i in vain : 8 


e | Under the Shield of your prevailing Charms, 


our happy Brother lives ſecure from Harms, : [ 
our r bright Reſemblance all my Rage difarms. | 
our Influence unable to withſtand, 8 ' 


—- 


” 
oh l 7 — ate Mi 
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he conſcious steel drops from my trembling Hand; 


Low at your Feet the ouilty Weapon lies, 


% * 4 


he Foe repents, and the fond Lover dies. 


Eneas thus by 2 2:07 Gods purſu'd, 


gms 7 
7 


: ceble with Wo dug 

1 Na ag NF. 
: dcauty's bright 3 in 
And ſav d the Hope Ti e Arms. 
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Mathematic 
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A 1 N our Purſuits of Knowledge, vain out | 
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The Colt, and Labour, we e jſt ſpare. 


F251: 


Death from this courle Alloy refines the Mind, 3 


(es I ILL — 


Leaves us at large r expariat unconfin d; 


All Science opens to our wond ring Eyes, | 
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And the good Man in in a Moment Wie 


* 
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| Receipt, 
To live at Eaſe, and ſtem the Tide of Fate; ; 
The orand Elixir thus you muſt infuſe; oe 
And theſe Ingredients to be happy Suſe: ” 'Y 
Firſt an Eſtate, not got with Toil, and Sweat, 
But unincumber'd left, and free from Debt: - 
For let that be your dull Forefather $ Care, Is 
To pinch, and drudge for his deſerving Heir; ; 


Fruitful, and rich, in Land that 8 ſound * good, 


tt 
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That fills your Barns with Corn, your Hearth with . 
Wood ; ; 
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That 
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That Cold, nor Hunger may your Houſe infeſt, 


J reer 


ile Flames invade the Skies, and Pudding crowns 
the Feaſt: 

A quict Mind, ſerene, and free from Care, 
Nor puzling on the Bench, nor noily at the bar 
A Body ſound, that Phyſick cannot mend; 
And the beſt Phyſick of the Mind, a Fricnd, * 
Equal i in Birth, in Humour, and in Place, 
Thy other Self, diſtinguiſh 'd but by Face ; 
Whoſe ſympathetick Soul takes equal Share . F. 
Of all thy Pleaſure, a and of all thy Care. N 
A modeſt Board, adorn a with Men of Senſe, 


No French Ragours, nor French Impertinence. 
A merry Bortle to engender Wir, FS 

Not over-doſe d, bur Quantum ſuſfiit : 

* the Error is in each Exceſs, ep 

Nor Dulneſs dc as Sin, than Drunkenael; 
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tender Wife diſſolving by thy ſide, 

| | Eaſy, and chaſte; free from Debate and Pride, 
ach Day a Miſtreſs, and each Night a Bride. 

1 Slcep undiſturb'd, and at the Dawn of Day, 

1 he merry Horn, that chides thy tedious Stay; 
= Horſe "that's clean, ſure-footed, ſwift, and ſound, 
f | \nd Dogs that make the ecchoing Clifts reſound ; 
3 hat ſweep the dewy Plains, out-fly the Wind, 

\nd leave domeſtick Sorrows far bchind. 

leas d with thy preſent Lot, nor grudging at the paſt, 


Not fearing when thy Time ſhall come, nor hoping 
for thy laſt. 
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To 


Mo 


his Caſt Miſtreſs. 


| From the Ninth Ode of the Third 2 1 


p of HO RACE. 


D. Hile I was yours, and yours alone, 
Charms, 
I envy'd not the Perſian Throne, 


But reign'd more glorious in your Arms. 


B. While you were true, nor Suly fair 


Had chac d poor Bruny from your Breaſt; 


Not Ilia could with me compare, 


So fame d, or ſo divinely bleſt. 


Proud, and tranſported with you 2 


% 
o 4 
" 

— 
* N 
5 

) D 
1 

1 4 4 

_ 

x 

_ 
& 


* 
: * 
5 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 131 


D. In Suky's Arms entranc'd I lie, 


So ſweetly ſings the warbling Fair ! 
For whom moſt willingly I'd die, 
Wou'd Fate the gentle Syren ſpare. 


Me Billy burns with mutual Fire, 
For whom I'd die, in whom I live, 
For whom each moment I'd expire, 


Might he, my better Part, ſurvive. 


Shou'd I once more my Heart reſign, 
Woud you the Penitent receive? 
Wou'd Suly ſcorn'd attone my Crime? 


And wou'd my Bruny own her Slaye ? 


Tho' brighter he than blazing Star, 
More fickle thou than Wind, or Sea, 
With thee my-kind returning Dear 


Id live, content to die with thee. 
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A Dainty New BALLAD: 


* 
: 
+ 2 


Occaſioned by a Clergyman's Widow if 


* 


Seventy Tears of Age, being marri. 


to a young Exciſeman. 
/ 


1. 


ö HERE liv'd in our good Town, 
A Rclict of the Gown, 5 
A chaſte, and humble Dame; 1 Be 
Who when her Man of God 1 
Was cold as any Clod, 


Dropt many a Tear in yain. 


| Ar 
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T5 
But now good People learn all, 
No Grief can be eternal, 
Nor is it meet, I ween, 
That Folks ſhou'd always whimper, 
There is a time to ſimper, 


As quickly ſhall be ſeen, 


I; 
4 For Love that little Urchin, 
About this Widow lurching, 
Had lily fix'd his Dart; 


ne ſilent creeping Flame, 


: Boil'd ſore in ev'ry Vein, 
And glow'd about her Heart. 
4. 


So when a Pipe we ſmoke, 


And from the Flint provoke, 
The Sparks that twinkling play; 
* K 3 


133 


The 
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The Touchwood old and dry, 
With Heat begins to fry, 


' And gently waſtes away. 


fo 7 
With Art ſhe patch'd up Nature, ! b 
Reforming ev'ry Feature, ' b 

Reſtoring ev'ry Grace: | 

| To gratify her Pride, 4 
She ſtopp'd each Cranny wide, 7 | 

And painted o'cr her Face. : 
| | 5 = F 


Nor Red, nor eke the White, 0 
| Was wanting to invite, | 
| Nor Coral Lips that pout; 
But oh! in _ ſhe tries, 
With Darts to arm thoſe Eyes 
That dimly ſquint about. 
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7. 
With Order, and with Care, 
Her Pyramid of Hair 
Sublimely mounts the Sky ; 
And that ſhe might prevail, 
She bolſter'd up her Tail, 
With Rumps three Storys high. 


With many a rich Perfume, 
She purify'd her Room, 
As there was need, no doubt ; 
fror on theſe warm Occaſions, 


Offenſive Exhalations 
Are apt to fly about. 


9. 
F On Beds of Roſes lying, 


Expecting, wiſhing, dying, 
Thus languiſh'd for her Love, 
K 4 The 
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The Cyprian Qucen of old, 
As merry Bards have told, 


All in a Myrtle Grove. 


10. 


In Pale of Mother Church 


She fondly hope'd to lurch, 
But aye me! hope'd in vain; 

No Doctor * be found, 

Who this her Caſe profound, 


Durſt venture to explain. 
1 | E 
At length a Youth full ſmart, 
Who oft by Magick Art 
Had div'd in many a Hole; 
Or Kildcrkin, or Tun, 


Or Hogſhead, 'twas all one, 


He'd ſound it with his Pole. 


I 2. 
His Art, and eke his Face, 
So ſuited to her Caſe, 

Engag d her Love-ſick Heart; 
Quoth ſhe, my pretty Diver, 
With thee III live for ever, 

And from thee never part. 

13. 
For thee my Bloom reviving, 
for thee freſh Charms ariſing, 

Shall melt thee into Joy, 

Nor doubt, my pretty Sweeting, 
Eer nine Months are compleating, 

To ſee a bonny Boy. 

14. 
As ye have ſeen, no doubt, 
A Candle when juſt out, 

In Flames break forth agen; 
So ſhone this Widow bright, 
All blazing in deſpight 
Of Threeſcore Years and Ten; 
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__Canidia's Epithalamium. 
Upon the ſame. 


9 | IME as malevolent, as old, | | - 
Io blaſt Caniaza's Face, 0 
(Which once twas Rapture to behold) 4 
With Wrinkles, and Diſgrace. 
| ut 
Not ſo in blooming Beauty bright, = - 
1 Each envying Virgin's Pattern, | = 
She reign'd with undiſputed Right | | 8 


A * Prieſteſs of St. Cattern. 


he 
* She was Bar-Keeper at the Cartern-Wheel in Oxford. 
Each 
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ach ſprightly Soph, each brawny Thrum, 
V pent his firſt Runnings here; 

n f And hoary Doctors dribling come, 

To languiſh, and deſpair. 


| | ow at her Feet the proſtrate Arts, 
Their humble Homage pay 3 

o her the Tyrant of their Hearts, 
Each Bard directs his Lay. 


ut now when impotent to pleaſe, 
Alas! ſhe wou'd be doing; 


everſing Nature's wiſe Decrees, 


She goes herſelf a wooing. 


ho bribe'd with all her Pelf, the Swain 
Moſt aukwardly complies; 
Preſsd 
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Preſsd to bear Arms, he ſerves in Pain, 
Or from his Colours flies. 

So does an Ivy, green when old, 
And ſprouting in decay; 

In juiceleſs, joyleſs Arms infold 
A Sapling young and gay. 


The thriving Plant, if better join'd, - 
Wou'd emulate the Skies; 
But to that wither'd Trunk confin'd, 


Grows ſickly, pines, and dies. 
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HUNTIN G- SONS. 


I, 

Ehold (my Friend) the Roſy-finger'd Morn 
With Bluſhes on her Face, 

Peeps Oer yon azure Hill; 

Rich Gems the Trees enchaſe, 


Pearls from each Buſh diſtill, 


Ariſe, ariſe, and hail the Light new-born. 


2. 


Hark! hark! the merry Horn calls, come away: 


Quit, quit thy downy Bcd ; 


Break from Amyntas Arms; 
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Oh! let it E. be ſaid, | 
That all, that all her Charms, 


Tho' ſhe's as Venus fair, can tempt thy Stay. 


3. 
Perplex thy Soul no more with Cares below, 
For what will Pelf avail ? 
Thy Gourler paws the Ground, 
Each Beagle cocks his Tail, 
They ſpend their Mouths around, 
While Health, and Pleaſure, ſmiles on ey'ry Broy, 


„ 
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4. 
Try Huntſmen all the Brakes, ſpread all the Plain, 
Now, now, ſhe's gone away, IF 
Strip, ſtrip, with ſpecd purſue ; 
The jocund God of Day, 
Who fain our Sport wou'd view, 


See, ſee, he flogs his fiery Steeds in vain. 


4 
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5. 
Pour down, like a Flood from the Hills, brave Boys, 


On the Wings of the Wind 


The merry Beagles fly; 
Dull Sorrow lags behind: 
| Ye ſhrill Ecchoes reply, 
3 Catch each flying Sound, and double our Joys. 
6. 
| Ye Rocks, Woods, and Caves our Muſick repeat, 
The bright Spheres thus above, 
A gay refulgent Train, 
Harmoniouſly move, 
Oer yon celeſtial Plain 


Like us whirl along, in Concert ſo ſweet. 


7. 
Now Puſs threads the Brakes, and heavily flies, 
At the Head of the Pack 


Old Fidler bears the Bell, 
Ev'ry 
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Ev'ry Foyl he hunts back, 
And aloud rings her Knell, 


ww 


Till forc'd into view, ſhe pants, and ſhe dies. 


8. 
In Life's dull Round thus we toil, and we ſweat; | = 
Diſeaſes, Grief, and Pain, 
An implacable Crew, | of 
While we double in vain, 
Unrelenting purſue, 


Till quite hunted down, we yield with regret. 


9. . 


F 


This Moment is ours, come live while ye may, 


What's decreed by dark Fatc, | n: 
Is not in our own Pow'r, An. 
Since To- morrow's too late, 1 h 


Take the preſent kind Hour; 
With Wine chear the Night, as Sports bleſs the Day. 


4 


= 4 Tranflation of the Tenth 
Epiſtle in Horace. 
Horace recommends a Country Life, and 


diſſuades his Friend from Ambition, 
and Avarice. 


Ealth to my Friend loſt in the ſmoky Town, 


From him who breathes in Country Air | 


alone, | 


In all things elſe thy Soul and mine are one: 


| nd like two aged long acquainted Doves, 

he ſame our mutual Hate, the ſame our mutual 
Loves; 

loſe, and ſecure, you keep your lazy Neſt, 


vr | 
; wand xing Thoughts won't let my Pinions reſt : 


2 
7 


4 FE O'fcr- 
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Oer Rocks, Seas, Woods, I take my wanton Flight, i 
And each new Object charms with new Delight. 4 
To ſay no more (my Friend) I live, and reign, 


Lord of myſelf ; I've broke the ſervile Chain, 


Shook off with Scorn the Trifles you deſire, 
All the vain empty nothings Fops admire. 


Thus the lean Slave of ſome fat pamper'd Prieſt, 


= 7 a ee a ne. oe 


With greedy Eyes at firſt views each luxurious Feaſ; | | 
But quickly cloy'd, now he no more can eat 
Their Godly Viands, and their Holy Meat : 
Wiſely ambitious to be free, and poor, 

Longs for the homely Scraps he loath'd before. 
Scek'ſt thou a Place where Nature is obſerv'd, 
And cooler Reaſon may be mildly heard ; 

To rural Shades let thy calm Soul retreat, - i 
Ti 
WT 


| Theſe are th Elyſian Fields, this is the happy Seat, 
Proof againſt Winter's Cold, and Summer's Heat. 


\ 


Here 
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Here no invidions Care thy Peace annoys, 
Sleep undiſturb'd, uninterrupted Joys; 
Your Marble Pavements with diſgrace muſt yield 
To each ſmooth Plain, and gay enamel d Field: 
Your muddy Aquæducts can ne er compare 
With Country Streams, more pure than City Air; 
Our Yew and Bays inclos'd in Pots ye bilde, 
And mimick little Beauties we deſpiſe. 
| The Roſe and Wood-Bine marble Walls ſupport, 
Holly and Ivy deck the gaudy Court: 


Zut yet in vain all Shifts the Artiſt tries, 


The diſcontented Twig but pines away and dies. 

: The Houſe ye praiſe that a large Proſpect yields, 
And view with longing Eyes the Pleaſure of the 
| Fields; : 
Tis thus ye own, thus tacitly confeſs, _ 
rb inimitable Charms the peaceful Country bleſs. 


8 TEE In 
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In viin from Nature's Rules we blindly ſtray, 


And puſh th uneaſy Monitrix away: 
Still ſhe returns, nor lets our Conſcience reſt, 


But Night and Day inculcates what is beſt, - 


Our trueſt Friend, tho' an unwelcome Gueſt, | 
As ſoon th' unskilful Fool that's blind enough, | 7 
To call rich Indian Damask Norwich Stuff, ö 
Shall become rich by Trade; as he be wiſe, 7 
Whoſe partial Soul, and undiſcerning Eyes, 2 F 
Cart at firſt ſight, and at each tranſient View, Wn, 
Diſtinguiſh Good from Bad, or Falſe from True, $1 
He that too high cxalts his giddy Head, f. 
When Fortune ſmiles, if the Jilt frowns, is dead: FT 
Th' aſpiring Fool, big with his haughty Boat, In 
ls the moſt abject Wretch when all his Hopes are loſt. NR. 
Sit looſe to all the World, nor ought admire, vi 

' Theſe wortlueſs Toys too fondly we deſire ; F 


Since f 


ſires, 


W The Pleaſure's over-ballanc'd by the Smart. 
cConfine thy Thoughts, and bound thy looſe De- 


For thrifty Nature no great Coſt requires : 

A hcalthful Body, and thy Miſtreſs kind, 

An humble Cot, and a more humble Mind. 
Theſe once enjoy d, the World is all thy own, 
From thy poor Cell deſpiſe the tott'ring Throne, 
And wakeful Monarchs in a Bed of Down. 


W The Stag well arm'd, and with unequal Force, 


WT The haughty Beaſt that ſtomach'd the Diſgrace, 
| In meaner Paſtures not content to graze, 
- WE kcccives the Bir, and Man's Aſſiſtance prays. 
; The' Conqueſt gain'd, and many Trophics won, 
; His falſe Confed'rate ſtill rode boldly on, 


L 3 
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Since when the Darling's raviſh'd from our Heart, 


From fruitful Meadows chac'd the conquer'd Horſe, 


- 


In 


150 Occaſionai Poems, 


In vain the Beaſt.curs'd his perfidious Aid, 

He plung d, he rear d, but nothing cou d perſuade 
The Rider from his Back, or Bridle from his Head. 
Juſt ſo the Wretch that greedily aſpires, 


Unable to content his wild Deſires; 


Dreading the fatal Thought of being poor, 0 I 
| Loſes a Prize worth all his Golden Ore, 
| The happy Freedom he enjoy'd before. : 
About him till th uncaſy Load he bears, 
Spurr'd on with fruitleſs Hopes, and curb'd with 
| anxious Fears. 

1 The Man whoſe Fortunes fit not to his Mind, 


4 The Way to true Content ſhall never find; 


a * 
\ 


I If the Shoe pinch, or if it prove too wide, 
In that he walks in pain, in this he treads aſide. 
But you (my Fricnd) in calm Contentment live, 


Always well plcas'd with what the Gods ſhall give; 


* Let 
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Let not baſe ſhining Pelf thy Mind deprave, 
Tyrant of Fools, the wiſe Man's Drudge and Slave; 
And me reprove if I ſhall crave for more, 

Or ſcem the leaſt uncaſy to be poor. 

Thus much I write, merry, and free from Care, 


And nothing covet, but thy Preſence here. 


. * — 7 - 


2 


JS Ay 
. 3 
The Miſer's Speech : 


— 
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( 
From the Second Epod of Ho a ct, 
Book 5. g 
: FJ the Man, who free from Care, 
Manures his own. patcrnal Fields, 7 
Content as his wiſe Fathers were, 
T' cnjoy the Crop his Labour yields 
( 
Nor Uſury torments his Breaſt, 
That barters Happineſs for Gain, c 
Nor War's Alarms diſturb his Reſt, 
Nor Hazards of the faithleſs Main : 
Nor at the loud tumult'ous Bar, | 
With coſtly Noiſe, and dear Debate, 


Proclaims an cverlaſting War; 


Nor fawns on Villains baſcly great. 
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But for the Vine ſelects a Spouſe, 
Chaſte Emblem of the Marriage-Bed, - 
Or prunes the too luxuriant Boughs, 


And grafts more happy in their ſtead. 


Or hears the lowing Herds from far, 
That fatten on the fruitful Plains, 

And ponders with delightful Care, 
The proſpect of his future Gains. 


Or ſhears his Sheep that round him graze, 
And droop beneath their curling Loads; 
Or plunders his laborious Bees, 
Of Balmy Nectar, Drink of Gods 


His chearful Head when Autumn rears, 
And bending Boughs reward his Pains, 
Joyoushe plucks the luſcious Pears, 


The purple Grape his Finger Rains. 
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Each honeſt Heart's a welcome Gueſt, 
With tempting Fruit his Tables glow, 
The Gods are bidden to the Feaſt, 
To ſhare the Bleſſings they beſtow. 


Under an Oak's protecting Shade, | 
In flow'ry Meads profuſely Gay, 
Supine he leans his peaceful Head, 
And gently loiters Life away. 


The vocal Streams that murm'ring flow, 

Or from their Springs complaining creep, 
The Birds that chirp on ev'ry Bough, 

Invite his yielding Eyes to ſleep. 


But when bleak Storms, and low'ring Jove, 
Nov ſaddens the declining Year, 


Thro' ev'ry Thicket, evry Grove, * 


Swift he purſues the flying Deer. 


* 
q 


: B. 


In 


05 
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With deep-hung Hounds he ſweeps the Plains, 
The Hills, the Valleys ſmoak around, 

The Woods repeat his pleaſing Pains, 
And Eccho propagates the Sound. 


| Or puſh'd by his Victorious Spear, 1 6:08 
= The griſley Boar before him flies, "JE 
: Betray'd by his prevailing Fear, : 288 


Into the Toils, the Monſter dics. 


His tox ring Falcon mounts the Skies 
And cuts thro Clouds his liquid way; 
W Or elſe with {ly Deceit he tries 

To make the leſſer Game his Prey 


| Who thus poſſeſs d of ſolid Joy, 


Wou'd Love, that idle Imp, adore ? 
Coe coquet, Mertillas coy, 
And Phillis is a perjur d Whore. 


: Adieu 
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Adicu Fantaſtick idle Flame, 
Give me a profitable Wife, 
A careful, but obliging Dame, 
To ſoften all the Toils of Life: 


Who ſhall with tender Care provide, 


$ 


Againſt her weary Spouſe return, 
With Plenty ſec his Board ſupply d, 


And make the crackling Billets burn : 


And while his Men and Maids repair 
To fold his Sheep, to milk his Kine, 
With unbought Daintys feaſt her Dear, 


And treat him with domeſtick Wine. 


\ 
) 


I view with pity, and diſdain, 
The coſtly Trifles Coxcombs boaſt, 
Their Bourdeaux, Burgundy, Champeign, 
Tho' ſparkling with the-brighteſt Toaſt, 
| Pleasd 
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Pleas'd with ſound Manufacture more, 


Than all the Stum the Knaves impoſe, 
When the vain Cully treats his Whore, 
At Brauns, the Mitre, or the Roſe. 


et Fops their ſickly Palates pleaſe, 
With Luxury's expenſive Store, 
nd feaſt each virulent Diſeaſe 


With Daintys from a foreign Shore. 


81, whom my little Farm ſupplies, 
Richly on Nature's Bounty live ; 
he only Happy are the Wiſe, 


Content is all the Gods can give. 


: While thus on wholeſome Cates I feaſt, 
oh] with what Rapture I behold 
b My Flocks in comely order haſte 


T enrich with Soil the barren Fold! 


158 Occaſional Poems, 
The languid Ox approaches ſlow, 
To ſhare the Food his Labours earn, 
Painful he tugs th' inverted Plough, 


Nor Hunger quickens his return. 


My wanton Swains, uncouthly gay, 
About my ſmiling Hearth delight, 
Io ſwecten the laborious Day, 


By many a merry Tale at Night. 


 * Thus ſpoke old Grzpe, when Bottles three 
Of Burton Ale, and Sea-coal Fire, 
Unlock d his Breaſt ; reſoly'd to be 


A gen'rous, honeſt, Country Squire. 


| | 
| 4 That very Night his Money lent, 


On Bond, or Mortgage, he call'd in, 
With lawful Uſe of Six per Cent. 


Next Morn, he put it out at Ten. 


- = & 


2 
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) Ss 


2 | 
The Captive Trumpeter. 


—— Quo non Præſtantior Alter 
re ciere Viros Martemq; accendere Cantu, VIx. 


Party of Huſſars of late 


For Prog, and Plunder, ſcour d the Plains, 
Some French Gens d Armes ſurpriz d, and beat, 


And brought their Trumpeter in Chains. 


n doleful plight, th' unhappy Bard 


1 D R 7 aps 


For Quarter begg'd on bended Knee, 
Pic, Meſjienrs.! In truth tis hard 


To kill a harmleſs Enemy. 


Theſe 


— 
— — — 
— 
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Theſe Hands, of Slaughter innocent, 
 Neerbrandiſh'd the deſtructive Sword, 
To you or yours no hurt I meant, 


O take a poor Muſician's Word. 


\ 


But the ſtern Foe, with gen tous Rage, 
Scoundrel! reply'd, Thou firſt ſhalt dic, 
Who urging others to engage, 


From Fame, and Danger, baſely fly. 


The Brave, by Law of Arms we ſpare, 
Thou by the Hangman ſhalt expire, 
Tis juſt, and not at all ſevere, 


To ſtop the Breath that blew the Fire. 


8 
SPE 


—_— 7 - 


FABLE IL 


e Bald-pated Welchman, and 


the Fly. 


— Qui non moderabitur Ire 
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Infectum volet eſſe, Dolor quod ſuaſerit & Mens, 
Dum Pænas odio per vim feſtinat inulto. Hon. 


Squire of Wales, whoſe Blood ran higher, 


Than that of any other Squire, 


Haſty, and hot; whoſe pceviſh Honour 
Reveng'd each Slight was put upon her, 
Upon a Mountain's top one day 

Expos'd to Sol's meridian Ray ; 

He fum'd, he rav'd, he curs'd, he (wore, 
Exhal'd a Sca at ev'ry Pore: 


M 


At 
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At laſt, ſuch Inſults to evade, 
| Sought the next Tree's protecting Shade; 
Where, as he lay diflolv'd in Sweat, 
And wip'd off many a Rivulet, 

Off in a pet the Beaver flies, 
And flaxen Wigg, Time's beſt Diſguiſe, 
By which, Folks of maturer Ages, 

Vie with ſmooth Beaux, and Ladys Pages : 
Tho' 'twas a Secret rarcly known, 


Il-natur'd Age had cropt his Crown, 


Grub'd all the Covert up, and now 

A large ſmooth Plain extends his Brow. 
Thus as he lay with Numskul bare, 
And courted the refreſhing Air, 


New Perſecutions ſtill appear, 
A noiſy Fly offends his Ear. 


Alas! what Man of Parts, and Senfe, 


Could bear ſuch vile Impertinence ? 


et 


| He perch'd upon his Worſhip's Crown, 
With Tecth, and Claws, his Skin he tore, 
And ſtuff d himſelf with human Gore. 


Yet ſo diſcourteous is our Fate, 

Fools always buz about the Grear. 

This Inſect now, whoſe active Spight 
Teaz d him with never - ceaſing Bite, 

With ſo much judgment play d his part, 
He had him both in Tierce and Quart - 

In vain with open Hands he tries, 

To guard his Ears, his Noſe, his Eyes ; 


For now at laſt familiar grown, 


At laſt, in Manners to excel, 


ntruſs d a point, ſome Authors tell. 


But now what Rhetorick cou d aſſuage, 


he furious Squire ſtark mad with Rage ? 


Inpatient at the foul Diſgrace, 


x 
"I 


From Inſect of ſo mean a Race 5 | 
| M 2 | And 


T1 fan ſlutiab, Fables, Tales, &c. 163 3 
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And plotting Vengeance on his Foc, 
With double Fiſt he aims a Blow : 

The nimble Fly eſcap'd by fight, 

And Skip'd from this unequal Fight. 

Th' impending Stroke with all its weight 
Fell on his own beloved Pate. 


Thus much he gain'd, by this advent'rous Deed, 
He foul'd his Fingers, and he broke his Head. 


MORAT. 


Let Senates hence learn to preſerve their State, 

And ſcorn the Fool, below their grave Debate, 

Who by th' unequal Strife grows Popular, al 
great. 

Let him bus on, with ſenſeleſs Rant defy, 

The IWiſe, the Good; yet ſtill tis but a Fly. 

WWith puny Foes the Toil's not worth the Coſt, 

Where nothing can be gain d, much may be loſt : 

Let 


12 
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Let Cranes, and Pigmies, in Mock-IVar engage, 
A Prey beneath the gen rous Eagle's Rage, 
True honour o'er the Clouds ſublimely wings; 


Toung Ammon ſcorns to run with leſs than Kings. 
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FABLE III. 
The Ant and the Fly. 


| 
| p 
| Quem res plus nimio delectavère ſecundæ, 
| Mutate quatient. Hon. 
- | 
1 HE careful Apt that mcanly fares, 
| | And labours hardly to ſupply, - : 
| | With wholeſome Cates, and bomely Tares, 


His num rous working Family; 


Upon a Viſit met one day 
* 
His Couſin Fly, in all his Pride, 


j 4" A Courticr, inſolent, and gay, 


By Goody Maggot near ally d - 


* 
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TW The humble Inſect humbly bov- d, 
| And all his loweſt Congees paid, 
Of an Alliance wond'rous proud 


To ſuch a huffing tearing Blade. 


The haughty Fly, look'd big, and {wore 
He knew him not, nor whence he came, 
Huff'd much, and with Impatience bore 


The Scandal of ſo mean a Claim. 


' * 
*. 
; 
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Friend Clodpate, know, tis not the mode 


At Court, to own ſuch Clowns as thee, 
Nor is it civil to intrude | 


On Flies of Rank and Quality. 


M bo in Joy and Indolence, 


— ä——à— — — 


—— — * 
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Converſe with Monarchs, and Grandecs, 


—— — — — 
7 


: Regaling evry nicer Senſe "= | | 
= With Oleos, Soups, and Fricaſlees ; | 1 | 
wage W Wa 
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Who kiſs cach Beauty's balmy Lip, 


Or gently buz into her Ear, 


About her ſnowy Boſom skip, 


And ſometimes creep the Lord knows where. 


The Ant, who cou'd no longer bear 
His Couſin's Inſolence, and Pride, 
Toſs d up his Head, and with an Air 


hy M9 


% 


Of conſcious Worth, he thus reply d; 


Vain Inſect know, the time will come, 
When the Court-Sun no more ſhall ſhine, 
When Froſts thy gaudy Limbs benumb, 
And Damps about thy Wings ſhall twin 3 


ty > © KH tw . " i 


When ſome dark naſty Hole ſhall hide, 
And coyer thy neglected Head, 

When all this lofty ſwelling Pride 
Shall burſt, and ſhrink into a Shade : 
Take 
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Take heed, leſt Fortune change the Scene, 


In Zune have mighty Princes been, 


But begg d their Bread before December. 


MORAL. 

This precious Offspring of a T 4 
Is firſt a Pimp, and then a Lord; 
| Ambitious to be Great, not Good, 

| Forgets his own dear Fleſh and Blood. 
Blind Goddeſs ! who delight ft in Foke, 
0 fix him on thy loweſt Spoke ; 
And ſince the Scoundrel is ſo vain, 
| Reauce him to a 


d again. 


—_— 


Some of thy Brethren I remember, — 


— — — % —— — 
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F ABLE IV. 
The Wolf, the Fox, and the Ape. 


Clodius accuſat Mechos, C atilina Cethegum. 


Jus 


HE Wolf imprach'd the Fox of Theft, 
The Fos the Charge deny d; 

To the grave Ape the Caſe was left, 
In Juſtice to decide. 


Wiſe Pug, with comely Buttocks ſate, 
And nodded o er the Laws, 
8s Diſtinguiſh'd well thro' the Debate, 
And thus adjudg d the Cauſe : 


The 
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The Goods ace ſtale. ne 
Two pickled Rogues welt met, 


Thou ſhalt be hang' d for Pexjury, 


; 
- 


— 


He for an errant Cheat. 


MORA TL: 

| Hang both, judicious Brute, tas bravely ſaid, 
May Villains always to their Ruin plead : 
= hen K paves fall out, and ſpitefully accuſe, 

There's nothing like the reconciling Nooſe. 
10H. emp ! the nobleſt Gift propitious Heav'n 
| Le Mortals with a bounteous Hand has gin, 
To ſtop malicious Breath, to end Debate, 


To prop the ſhaking Throne, and purge the State. 


F A- 
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FABLE Y, 
The Dog and the Bear. 


Delirant R eges, plectuntur Achivi, 
Seditione, Dolis, Scelere, atq; Libidine & Iri 


Tliacos intra muros, peccatur, & extra. 
Hor. 


Ocaſer of right Hockleian Sire, 
A Dog of Mettle, and of Fire, 

With Ur/iz grim, an errant Bear, 
Maintain'd a long and dubious War : : 
Oft Ur/zn on his Back was toſt, 
And Towſer many a Collop loſt ; 
Capricious Fortune would declare, 
Now for the Dog, then for the Bear. 
Thus having try'd their Courage fairly, 


Brave Urſin firſt deſird a Parly ; | 
| Stout 
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Stout Combatant (quoth he) whoſe Might 


I've felt in many a bloody Fight, 


= — P TIBET ]«⁰r— , NY 
— 
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Tell me the cauſe of all this pother ? 


And why we worry one another ? 


That's a moot Point, the Cur reply d, 


W Our Maſters only can decide, 


ile thee and I our Hearts-Blood'ſpill, 
They prudently their Pockets fill; 
Halloo us on with all their might, 
To turn a Penny by the Fight. 
If that's the caſe, return'd the Bear, 
Tris time at laſt to end the War; 
WThou keep thy Teeth, and I my Claws, 
; To combat in a nobler Cauſe ; 
| Sleep in a whole Skin, I adviſe, 


WAnd let them bleed, who gain the Prize. 


MORAL. 
: -arties enrag'd on one another fall, 


{he Butcher and the Bear-ward pocket all. 
F A- 


The Wounded Man, and ti 
Swarm of Flies. 


E malis minimum 


Be 


Quallid with Wounds, and 1 many a gapeing my x 
A wretched Lazar lay diftteſsd ; 
A Swarm of Flies his bleeding Ulcers tore, 
And on his putrid Carcaſs feaſt. 


A courteous Traveller, who paſsd that way, 
And ſaw the vile Harpeian Brood, 
Offer'd his Help the monſtrous Crew to ſlay, 


01, 


That rioted on human Blood. 
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Ah ! gentle Sir, ür unhappy Wretch reply 'd, 
F Your well-meant Charity refrain ; 
W The angry Gods have that Redreſs deny'd, 


Your Goodneſs wou'd increaſe my Pain. 


| Fat, and full-fed, and with Abundance cloy'd, 
But now and then theſe Tyrants feed; 
W But were, alas! this pamper'd Brood deſtroy'd, 


The Lean, and Hungry, wou'd ſucceed, 


MORAL. 
WT he Body Politick muſt ſoon decay, 
ben Swarms of Inſocts on its Vitals prey; 


en Blood-Suckers of State, a greedy Brood, 
eaſt on our Wounds, and fatten with our Blood. 
at muſt we do in this ſevere Diſtreſs ? 
one, Doctor, give the Patient ſome Redreſs : 
Le Quacks in Politicks a Change adviſe, 


Put cooler Counſels ſpoud direct the Wiſe. , 
| 6 _ 
'Tis 
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'Tis hard indeed ; but better this, than worſe ; 
Miſtaken Bleſſings prove the greateſt Curſe. 
Alas ! what wou'd our bleeding Country gain, 
If when this vip rons Brood at laſt is ſlain, 
The teeming Hydra pullulates again; 

Seizes the Prey with more voracious Bite, 


To ſatisfy his himgry Appetite ? 


c 
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F ABLE VI 
The Wolf and the Dog. 


| Hunc ego per Syrtes, Libyeq; extrema, Triumphum 


Ducere maluerim, quam ter Capitolia curru 
8 Scandere Pompeij, quam frangere colla Fugurthe. 


Proling Wolf that ſcour d the Plains, 
To caſe his Hunger's griping Pains; 
1 agged as Courtier in diſgrace, o oy 

3 ide-bound, and lean, and out of caſe F 

| By chance a well-fed Dog eſdy d, 

i Ind being kin, and neat ally'd, 1. 

| e civilly ſalutes the Cur, 

ow do you, Cuz? Your Servant, Sir! 
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O happy Friend! how gay thy Mien! 
How plump thy Sides, how ſleek thy Skin! 
Triumphant Plenty ſhines all o'er, 

And the Fat melts at evry Pore! 

While I, alas! decay'd, and old, 

With Hunger pine'd, and iff with Cold, 
With many a Howl, and hideous Groan, 
Tell the relentleſs Woods my Moan. 
Pr'ythee (my happy Friend |) impart 

Thy wond'rous, cunning, thriving Art. 
Why, faith, I'll tell thee as a Friend, 

But firſt thy ſurly Manners mend ; 

Be complaiſant, obliging, kind, 

And leave the Wolf for once behind. 

The Wolf, whoſe Mouth begun to water, 
With Joy and Rapture gallop'd after, 
When thus the Dog; At Bed, and Board, 
I ſharc the Plenty of my Lord; 
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From evry Gueſt I claim a Fee, 
Who court my Lord by bribing me : 
In Mirth I revel all the Day, 

And many a Game at Romps I play: 


fetch and carry, leap o'er Sticks, 
And twenty ſuch diverting Tricks. 
_ 'Tis pretty, faith, the Wolf reply'd, 
And on his Neck the Collar ſpy'd: 
He ſtarts, and without more ado, 
He bids the abje&t Wretch adieu: 
Enjoy your Daintys, Friend, to me 
The nobleſt Feaſt is Liberty. 
The famiſh'd Wolf upon theſe deſart Plains, 


Is happier than a'fawning Cur in Chains. 


MOSES 

. Thus bravely ſpoke the Nurſe of ancient Rome, 
| Thus the ſtarv d Swiſs, and hungry Griſons roam, 
n barren Hills, clad with eternal Snow, 
And look with Scorn on the prim Saves below.” 
Ka Thus 
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Thus Cato ſeape'd by Death the Tyrant's Chains, 


And walks unſbackled in th Elyſian Plains. 

Thus, Britons, thus, your great Forefathers ſtood 

For Liberty, and fought in Seas of Blood. 

To barren R ocks, and gloomy Woods confind, 

Their Virtues by Neceſſity refin'd, 

Nor Cold, nor Want, nor Death, cou d ſhake their 
ſteady Mind. 

No ſaucy Druid then durſt cry aloud, © 

And with his flaviſh Cant debauch the Croud : 

No paſſroe Legions in a Scoundrel's Cauſe 

Pillage a City, and affront the Laws. . 

The State was quiet, happy, and ſerene, 
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For Boadicea was the Britons Queen; 

Her Subjects their juſt Liberties maintain d, 1 

And in » her Peoples H earts, the happy Au 
| reign d. 


APE 


4 
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FABLE VIII. 


The Opfter. H 
— jus 


Acres procurrunt, nagnum ſbettaculum 1 
Hon. 


WO Comrades (as grave Authors ſay) 
(But in what Chapter, Page, or Line, 
Ye Criticks, if ye pleaſe, define) 

Had found an Oyſter in tfieir way. 


Conteſt, and foul Debate aroſe, 
Both view'd at once with greedy Eyes, 
Both challeng'd the delicious Prize, 
And high Words: ſoon improv'd to Blow. 
N 3 Actions 


———— — — I EI 
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Actions on Actions hence ſucceed, 
Each Hero's obſtinately ſtout, 
Green Bags and Parchments fly about, 
Pl eadings are drawn, and Counſel feed. 


The Parſon of the Place, good Man! 
Whoſe kind, and charitable Heart, 
In human Ils till bore a Part, 
Thrice ſhook his Head, and thus began. 


Neighbours, and Friends, refer to me 

This doughty Matter in diſpute, 

Til ſoon decide th* important Suit, 
And finiſh all without a Fee, 


Give me the Oyſter then tis well 
He opens it, and at one Sup 
Gulps the conteſted Trifle up, - 

And ſmiling gives to cach a Shell, 


Hencc- 
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Henceforth let fooliſh Diſcord ceaſe, | 
- Your Oyſter's good as Cer was eat: 
I thank you for my dainty Treat, 


God bleſs ye both, and live in Peace. 


MORAL, 
Te Men of Norfolk, and of Walcs, 
From this learn common Senſe ; 
Nor thruſt your Neighbours into Fayls, 
For ev'ry ſight Offence. 


Baniſh thoſe Vermin of Debate, 
That on your Subſtance feed; 
The Knaves who now are ſervd in Plate, 


Mou d ſtarve, if Fools agreed, 


N 4 


The * and the * 


| Hos 


Letus ſorte 2 vives 's ſepienter — | 


Sheep, well-meaning Brute! one Morn + 
Retir'd beneath a ſpreading Thorn, 

A pealing Storm to ſhun; 

Eſcaped indeed, both Rain, and Wind, * 
| But left, alas! his Fleece behind : 18 


Was it not wiſcly done? > 


7 OP 


MORAT. 
Beneath the Blaſt, white lian. Ofiers bend, 


The ſtubborn Oak eackefabious Wind ſball rend; 
- ER Dif- 


a Mad | — 5 — o 
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Diſcreetly yield, and patiently endure, | | 8 


Such common Evils. as admit no Cure. 1 

Theſe Fate ordains, and Heav' ns high Wi 15 * | y 
8 1 {i 

In Humble Littleneſs ſubmit content, | \ 

But thoſe ry. Fol Ly brings in time en 
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The Frogs Choice. 
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I, 


N a wild State of Nature, long 


The Frogs at random liv'd, 

The Weak a Prey unto the Strong, 

With Anarchy oppreſs'd and griev'd. 

At length the lawleſs Rout, 

Taught by their Suff rings, grew devout ; 

An Embaſly to Fove they ſent, 

And begg'd his Highneſs wou'd beſtow 
Some ſettled Form of Government, 

A King to rule the Fens below. 
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| Jove, ſmiling, grants their odd Requeſt, 
A King th' indulgent Pow'r beſtow'd, 
(Such as might ſuit their Genius beſt) 
IA Beam of a prodigious Size, 
With all its cumb'rous Load, 

Came tumbling from the Skies, 

: The Waters daſh againſt the Shore, 
The hollow Caverns roar ; 

The Rocks return the dreadful Sound, 

| $ Convulſions ſhake the Ground. 
Ire Multitude with Horror fled, 
And in his Oozy Bed, 

Each skulking Coward hid his Head. 

; 2. 

When all is now grown calm again, 
And ſmoothly glides the liquid Plain, 
| A Frog more reſolute, and bold, \ 

p hd, with Caution from his Hold ; 


Recover'd 
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Recover d from his firſt Surprize, 

As o'cr the Wave his Head he popt, 

He ſaw—— but ſcarce believ d his Eyes, 

On the ſame Bank where firſt he dropt, 

Th' imperial Lubber lies, | | 

Stretch'd at his Eaſe, careleſs, content: 

Is this the Monarch Jove has ſent, 

(Said he) our warlike Troops to lead! 

Ay! tis a glorious Prince indeed! 

By ſuch an active Gen'ral led; 
(The routed Mice our Arms ſhalt dread, 

; Subdu'd ſhall quit their Claim: 
Old Homer ſhall recant his Lays, 
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For us new Trophics raiſe, 
Sing our victorious Arms, and juſtify our Fame. 
Then laughing impudently loud, 
He ſoon alarm'd the Daſtard Crond, 


The 
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The croaking Nations with Contempt 
Behold the worthleſs Indolent, 
On Wings of Winds, ſwiſt Scandal flics, 
Libels, Lampoons, and Lyes, 
Hoarſe Treaſons, tuneleſs Blaſphemies. * 
With active Leap at laſt upon his Back they ſtride, 
And on the Royal Loggerhead in triumph ride. 


3. 
Once more to Fove, their Pray'rs addreſt, 
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And once more Jove grants their Requeſt : 


A Stork he ſends of monſtrous Size, 


WEE IPOS Faire 


Red Lightning flaſhing in his Eyes; 

Rule'd, by no Block, as heretofore, 

| The gazing Crouds preſs'd to his Court; 
Admire his ſtately Mien, his haughty Port, 
And only not adore. | 

Addreſles of Congratulation, 


Sent from each loyal Corporation, 
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Full-freight with Truth and Senſe, 
| Exhauſted all their Eloquence. 


But now; alas! twas Night, Kings muſt have Meat, B 
The Grand Vigier fitſt goes to pot, 
Three * Baſſa s next, happy their Lot! 
Gain'd Paradiſe by being cat: 
And this (ſaid he) and this is mine, 
And this, by Right Divine: | 0 
In ſhort, twas all for publick Weal, | " 
He ſwallow'd half a Nation at a Meal. 1 
Again they beg Almighty Jove, a 
This cruel Tyrant to remove. 
With fierce Reſentment in his Eyes, * 
The frowning Thunderer replies ; n 
Thoſe Evils which yourſelves create, 7; 
Raſh Fools! ye now repent too late 3 75 


According to the Turłiſb Opinion, all who ſuffer by the 
Grand Seignior's Orders, go directly to Paradiſe. 
| | Made 


2 * 
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Made wretched by the publick Voice, 
Not thro' Neceſlity, but Choice ! 


Nor wreſt from Heav'n ſome heavier 
Curſe, 


Be gone ! 


Better, bear this, this Stork, than worſe. 


MORAL. 

Oppreſsd with Happineſs, and ſick with Eaſe, 
Not Heav'n itſelf our fickle Minds can pleaſe. 

F. ondly We gs y'd with celeſtial Store, 

The Leeks, and Onions, which we loath'd before: 
Still roving, ſtill deſiring, never pleas d, 

With Plenty ſtarv'd, and eun with Health diſeas d. 
With partial Eyes each preſent Good we View, 
Nor covet what is beſt, but what is new. 

Te Pow'rs above, who make Mankind your Care, 
To blsſs the Supplicant, reject his Prayr. 


FABLE XI. 
| Liberty and Love; or, the 
Two Sparrows. 
Dos eſt Uxoria, Lites. Ov1v. 


* 


Sparrow and his Mate, 


(Believe me, gentle Kate) 
Once loyd like I and you; 
With mutual Ardour join d, 

No Turtles cer ſo kind, 


So conſtant, and ſo true. | 


They hopp'd from Spray to Spray, 
They bill'd, they chirp'd all Day, 
They cuddl'd cloſe all Night; 
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To Bliſs they wake'd each Morn, 
In evry Buſh, and Thorn, 
Gay Scenes of new Delight. 


At length the Fowler came, 

(The Knave was much to blame) 
And this dear Pair trapan'd ; 

Both in one Cage confin d, 

Why, Faith and Troth, *rwas kind; 
Nay, hold— that muſp be ſcann d. 


Fair Liberty thus gone, 
And one coop'd up with one, 
'Twas aukward, new, and ſtrange; 
For better and for worle, 
O diſmal, fatal Curſe ! s 
No more abroad to range, 


No Carols now they ſing, 
Each droops his little Wing, | 
And mourns his cruel Fate . by 
. O Clouds 


5 


— 
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Clouds on each Brow appear, 
My Honey, and my Dear, 
Ils now quite out of date. 


They pine, lament, and moan, 
'T would melt an Heart of Stone, 
To hear their ſad Complaint : 

Nor he ſupply'd her Wants, 
Nor ſhe refrain d from Taunts, 


That might provoke a Saint, 


Hard Words improve to Blows, 

For now grown mortal Foes, 
They peck, they ſcratch, they ſcream z 

The Cage lies on the Floor, 

The Wires are ſtain'd with Gore, \ 

| It ſwells into a Stream. 


1 


Dear Kitty, woud you know 
The Cauſe of all this Woe, 
It is not hard to gueſs ; 


- 


What 
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Whatever does conſtrain, 
Turns Pleaſure into Pain, 
Tis CHO Ic E alone can bleſs. 


When both no more axe free, 
Inſipid 1 muſt be, | 
And you loſe all your Charms ; 
My ſmother'd Paſſion dies, 
And even your bright Eyes, 
Neceſſity diſarms. 


Then let us love, my Fair, 
But unconſtrain d as Air, 
Each join a willing Heart; 
Let free - born Souls diſdain 
To wear a Tyrant's Chain, 
And aft a nobler Part, 


OSisz:: » F A. 
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FABLE XII. 


The TO Springs. 


Errat longe mea quidem Sententid 

Qui imperium credat gravius eſſe aut ſtabilins 

Vi 7 quod fit, quam illud Kev Amicitid adjungitur 
T ER, 


74 


0; 
WO Siſter Springs, from the ſame Parent Hill, 
Born on the ſame propitious Day, | 
> Thro' the cleft Rock diſtill : 
Adown the rev'rend Mountain 5 ſide, 


Thro' Groves of Myrtle glide, 


Or thro the Violet Beds obliquely ſtray. 
The Laurel, each proud Vidor's Crown, 


2 


From them receives her high Renown, 


n 


2 , 
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From them the curling Vine 
Her Cluſters big with racy Wine, 
To them her Oil the peaceful Olive owes, 
And her Veizailion Bluſh the Roſe. 
The gracious Streams in ſmooth Meanders flow, 
To ev'y thirſty Root diſpenſe | 
Their kindly cooling Influence, | 
And Paradiſe adorns the Mountain; Brow. 70 


— 
— 


But oh the ſad Effect of Pride ! : 
Theſe happy Twins at laſt divide. 
« Siſter (exclaims th Ambitious Spring) © 
« What Profit do theſe Labours bring? 
a Always to give, and neyer to enjoy, 
« A fruitle and a mean Employ. 
£ Stay here inglorious if you pleaſe; 
And loiter out a Life of Indolence and Eaſe? 28 


0 WY 
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« Go, humble Drudge, cach Thiſtle rear, 
And nurſe each Shrub, your daily Care, 


« While pouring down from this my lofty Source, 
« I deluge all the Plain, 
« No Dams ſhall ſtop my courſe, 
« And Rocks oppoſe in vain. r 
es See where my foaming Billows flow, 
« Above the Hills my Waves aſpire, _ 
4 The Shepherds and their Flocks retire, 
And talleſt Cedars as they paſs in ſign of Homage 
„ pl 
« To me cach tributary Spring 
<« Its ſupplemental Stores ſhall bring, 
« With me the Rivers ſhall unite, 
The Lakes beneath my Banners fight, 
. Till the proud Danube and the Rhine 
x Shalf®wn their Fame ec:ips'd by mine z | 
« Both Gods and Men ſhall dread my watry SWay, 
E Nor—thelc in Citys ſafe, nor in their Temples 
they. 9 | ze 
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3. 


Away the haughty Boaſter fle- 


Scarce bid her Siſter Stream a cool Adieu, 
Her Waves grow turbulent and bold, 


* 


Not gently murm ring as of old, 
| But roughly daſh againſt the Shore, | 
And toſs their ſpumy Heads, and proudly roar. = 
The careful Farmer with ſurprize, 
Sees the tumultuous Torrent riſes 
With buſy Looks the Ruſtick Band appear, 
To guard their growing Hopes, the Promiſe of the 
Year. 54k | 
All Hands unite, with Dams they bound 
The raſh rebellious Stream around; 
In vain ſhe foams, in vain ſhe raves, 


. 


In vain ſhe curls her feeble Waves, 


O 4 Be- 
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on Beſieg d at laſt on ev ry ſide, 
Her Source exhauſted and her Channel dry'd, 
(Such is the Fate of Impotence and Pride ;) 
A ſhallow Pond ſhe ſtands conſin d, 
The Refuge of the Croaking Kind. 
Ruſhes and Sags, an inbred Foe, | 
Choat᷑ up the mad Pool below, | | 
The Tyrant Sun on high Wo 
Exacts his uſual Subſidy, 
And the poor Pittance that remains, 
 » Eackigapeing Cranny drains. | 
Too late the Fool repents, her haughty Boaſt, 
A nameleſs Nothing, in Oblivion loſt. 


FIPS | 
Her Siſter Spring, benevolent and kind, 
With joy ſees all around her bleſt, 
The Good ſhe does, into her gen rous Mind 


Returns again with Intereſt. a 
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The Farmer oft invokes her Aid 
When Cirius nips the tender Blade, 

Her Streams a ſure Elixir bring, 

Gay Plenty decks the Fields, and a perpetual Spring. 
Where er the Gard ner ſmooths her eaſy Way, 
Her ductile Streams obey. 
Courtcous ſhe viſits ev'ry Bed, 

Narciſſus rears his drooping Head, 
By her diffuſive Bounty fed. 
Revivd from her indulgent Urn, 
Sad Hyacinth forgets to mourn, 
Rich in the Bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 
All Nature ſmiles where er ſhe flows, 
Enamour'd with a Nymph ſo fair, 
See where the River Gods appear. 
A Nymph ſo eminently good, 
The Joy of all the Neighbourhood ; 
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They clasp her in their liquid Arms, 
And riot in th' abundance of her Charms. 
Like old Alpheus fond, their wanton Streams they 
2 join d, | 


'S 


Like Arethuſa ſhe, as lovely, and as kind. 


a 
Now ſwell d into a mighty Flood, 
Her Channel deep and wide, 
Still ſhe perſiſts in doing good, 
Her Bounty flows with ev'ry Tide. 
A thouſand Riv'lets in her Train, 
With fertile Waves enrich the Plain : 
The ſcaly Herd, a num'rous, Throng, 
Beneath her ſilver Billows glide along, 
Whoſe ſtill increaſing Shoals ſupply | 
| The poor Man's Wants, the Great one's Luxury: 
Here all the feather'd Troops retreat, 


- -.. Securely ply their oary Feet, | 
| Upon 
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Upon her floating Herbage graze, 

And with their tuneful Notes reſound her Praiſe. 
Here Flocks, and Herds, in ſafety feed, 
And fatten in cach floy'ry Mead: 

No Beaſts of Prey appear 
The Watchful Shepherd to beguile, 
No Monſters of the Deep inhabit here, 
Nor the voracious Shark, nor ey Crocodile ; 
But Delia, and her Nymphs, chaſte Silvan — 
By Mortals prying Eyes unſeen, 
Bath in her Flood, and ſport upon herBorders green. 
Here Merchants, careful of their Store, 
By angry Billows toſt, 
Anchor ſecure beneath her Shore, 
And bleſs the friendly Coaſt. 
Soon mighty Fleets in all their Pride 


Triumphant on her Surface ride: 


— _ 1 ” 
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The buſy Trader on her Banks appears, 
An hundred diff rent Tongues ſhe hears. 
At laſt, \ with Wonder, and Surprize, 
She ſees a ſtately City riſe; 91 
With Joy the happy Flood admires 
The lofty Domes, the pointed Spires; 


» 


The Portico's, magn! ificentl y great, 
Where all the crouding Nations meet z | 
1 The Bridge? that adorn her Brow, | 
From Bank to Bank their ample Arches ſtride, 
| {Thro' which, her curling Waves in triumph glide, 
And in melodious Murmurs flow. 
| Now grown a Port of high Renown, 
The Treaſure of the World her own, 
Both Indies with their precious Stores, 
Pay yearly Tribute to her Shores. | 
Honour d by all, a rich, wellpeopl d 4 Stream, 


| Nor Father Thames himſelf of more Eſteem. 
I niet M 0- 
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NM ORAL. 
The Pour of Kings (if rightly underftoad)* 
| Is but a Grant from Heav'n of doing Good. 
Proud Tyrants, ewho.malitioufy deſtroy, 


* 
* 
- 


And ride over R wins with malignant Foy ; 
Humbled in Duſt, ſoon to their coſt ſball know 
Heav'n our Avenger, and Mankind their Foe 3, 
While gracious Monarchs reap the Good they ſew: 


B 22 are bleſs 'd; far ſpreads their Cm” 


Conſenting Na ations their Dominion ouun, 


And joyful happy Crouds ſupport their Throne: 


* 
— * * 


In vain the Pow'rs of Earth and Hell combine, © 


Each Guardian Angel ſhall protect that Line, 


Who by their Virtues prove their Right Divine. 


: 
1 
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The Bald Batchelor :: L 


Being a Paraphraſe upon the $ econd Fall; 
in the Second Book of P RHE DRS. 


F rigidus in Venerem ſenior, fruſtraq; laborem 
 { Ingratum trahit : & ſi quando at prælia ventum i, 
Ur quondam in ſtipulis mag nus ſine viribus ignis 
ncaſſum furit. Ergo animos æ uumq; notabis 
Præeibus.— VIX. Geor. Lib. 3. 


| A Batchelor, who, paſt his Prime, 

Had been a good one in his Time, 
Had ſcour d the Streets, had whor d, got drunk, 
Had fought his Man, and kept his Punk: 
=; | Ws 


a» 
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Was ſometimes rich, but oft ner poor, 


With early Duns about his Door; 
Bcing a little off his Mettle, 

Thought it convenient now to ſettle: 
Grew wond'rous wiſe at Forty-five, 
Reſolving to be grave, and thrive. 5 
By chance he caſt his Roguiſh Eye 
Upon a Dame, who livd hard-by 3 

A Widow Debonair, and Gay, 
October, in the Dreſs of May; 

Artful to lay both Red and White, 
Skilrd in Repairs, and evn in ſpight 
Of Time, and Wrinkles, kept all tight. 


But he, whoſe Heart was apt to rove, 


An errant Wanderer in Love; 
Beſides this Widow had Miſs Kitty, 
Juicy, and young, exceeding witty : 
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On her he thought ſerious, or gay, 
His Dream by Night, his Toaſt by Day 1 
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He thought, but not on her alone, 


For who wou d be confin d to one? 


Between em both ſtrange Work he made; 
Gave this a Ball, or Maſquerade; 

With that, at ſerious Ombre play d. 

The ſelf lame Compliments he ſpoke, 
The ſelf-ſame Oaths he ſwore, he broke j 


Alternately on each beſtows 


Frail Promiſes, and ſhort-liv'd Vows, 


Pariety kind Source of Joy 


Without whoſe Aid all Pleaſures cloy ; 


Without thee,” who wou'd ever prove 


| The painful Drudgerys of Love? 


Without thee, what indulgent Wight 


Wou'd read, what we in Garrets write? 


\ 


But not to make my Tale perplex d. 5 


And keep more cloſely to my Text; 


'Tis fit the courteous Reader know ' 
This middle-age'd Man had been a Beau 
But above all, his, Head of Hair 


x - % 
. 1 * 


Had been his great peculiar Care; „A 5 97 


To which his ſerious Hours he lett 1 
Nor deem d the precious Time miſpent. ert 

'Twas long, and curling, and jet blac «k 

Hung to the middle of his Back: 7 
Black, did I ſay? Ay, once 'twas ſo, 
But cruel Time had : ſmoke'd. the Beau. 1 
And powder'd o'er his Head with Snow. 


As an old Horſe that had been hard rid 
Or from his Maſters Coach diſcatded, 
Forc d in a Tumbril to go Filler, . 
Or load for ſome poor Rogue a Miller; 

at TB P | On. 


2: GOcchſamul Pbemm 
On his grave Noddle, Oer his Eyes, 
Black Hairs and white promiſcuous riſe; 
Which chequer oer his. rev'rend Pate, 
And prove the Keffet more ſedate : 
So with this worthy Squire it far'd, 
Yet he nor Time, nor Labour ſpar d, 
But with exceſſi ve Coſt, and Pains, = 
Still made the beſt of his Remains. 
Each Night beneath his Cap he furld it, 
Each Morn in modiſh Ringlets curl d it 3 | 
Now made his comely Treſſes ſhine, 
With Orange. Butter; Jelſamine; 
Then with ſweet Powder, and Perfumes, 
He purify'd his upper Rooms. 
So when a Jocky brings a Mare, 
Or Horſe, or Gelding, to a Fair, 
Tho' he be ſpavin d, old, and blind, 
| With founder'd Feet, and broken Wind; 
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Yet if he's Maſter of his Trade, 

He'll curry well, and trim the Jade, 

To make the Cheat go glibly down, 

And bubble ſome unwary Clown. | 
What Woman made of Fleſh and Blood, 1 
50 ſweet a Gallant cr withſtood ? | 


They melt, they yield, both, both are been, 
The good old Puſs, and the young Kitten z 

And being now familiar grown, 

Each look d upon him as her on; 

No longer talk d of Dear, or Honey, 8 

But of plain downright Matrimony. 

I At that dread Word his Worſhip ftarted, | 


And was (we may ſuppoſe) faint-hearted 3 


; * 


Vet being reſolv d to change his State, 
W Winks both his Eyes, and truſts to Fate. 


| | But now new Doubts and Scruples riſe, 


To plague him with Perplexitics ; 


P 2 He 
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; + 4 JH pi. 2 
He knew not which, alas! to chuſe, 


This he muſt take, and chat refuſe. 
As when ſome idle Country Lad 


Swings on a Gate, his wooden Pad; 5 

| 1. , CO ve * 46 

2 To right, to left, he ſpurs away, 

| But neither here, nor there can ſtay; | 

Till by the Catch ſurpriz'd, the Lout 
7211 [ (1! 1 

| His Journey ends, where he ſer out: : 

Evn ſo this dubious Lover fray 'd, 

Between the Widow, and the Maid; 


And after ſwinging to and fro, 


— 


Was juſt in /Z . 

Vet ſtill a Lover's Warmth he ſhows, 
And makes his Viſits, | nd his Bows; 
Domeſtick grown, both here, and there, 
Nor Pug, nor Shock, were half ſo dear: 
With Bread, and Butter, and with Tea, 
And Madam's Toilet, who but he! 


There 


| 3 1 
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There fix d a Patch, or broke a Comb z 
At Night, the Widows Drawing: —__ 
O ſweet Viciſſitude of Love! 

Who wou'd covet Heaven above, 

Were Men but thus allow'd to rove? 
Bur, alas! ſome curs'd Event, 

Some unexpected Accident, 
Humbles our Pride, and ſhows the Odds 
Between frail Mortals, and the Gods: 
This by the Sequel will appear 

A Truth moſt evident, and clear. 

on the Widow's panting Breaſt 

| | He laid his peaceful Head to reſt, 

j Dreaming of Pleaſures yet in ſtore, 

And Joys he ne'er had felt before; 

His grizly Locks appear diſplay d, 

| In all their Pomp of Light and Shade. 


P 3 Alas! 
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Alas! my future Spouſe, (ſaid ſhe) 

What do mine Eyes aſtoniſh'd ſce? 
Marriage demands Equality. 

What will malicious Neighbours ſay, 
Shou'd I, a Widow young and gay, 
Marry a Man both old and grey! 
Thoſe hideous Hairs with that a Tear 
Did in each Cryſtal Sluice appear ; 

She fetch'd a deep Sigh from her Heart, 
As who ſhou'd ſay, beſt Friends muſt part: 
Then muſe'd a while; there is but one, 
But this Expedient left alone, 

To ſave that dear Head from Diſgrace 
Here, Jenny, fetch my Tweaſer-Caſe, | 
To work then went the treach'rous Fair, 
And grub d up here and there a Hair: 

But as ſhe meant not to renew 


His Charms, but ſet her own to view; 


23 — — _— 
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And by this Foil more bright appear, 175 
In youthful Bloom when he was near, 


The cunning Gip/þ nipt away 
The black, but ſlily left the grey. 
o Dallilah ! perfidious Fair! 
O Sex ingenious to enſnare F 
How faithleſs all your Doings are? 
Whom Nature form d your Lord, your Guide, | 


=, You his precarious Pow'r deride, 


Tool of your Vanity and Pride. 

The Squire, who, thus deceivd, ne'cr dreamt 
What the deceitful Traitreſs meant; 

Thrice kiſsd her Hand, and then retird, 

With more exalted Thoughts inſpir d: 

To his fair Filly next repairs, _ 

With ſtatelier Port, and youthful Airs, | 
Lord! Sir— (ſaid ſhe) you're mighty 270 
But I muſt tell you by the way, 

That no Brood Gooſe was cer ſo grey, 

| P 4 Here, 
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Here, let this Hand eradicate 

Thoſe foul Diſhonours of your Pate. 

For ſhe, poor thing! whoſc Vizgin Heart, 
Unskill'd in cv'ry Female Art, 

In pure Simplicity beliewd = 

His Youth might this way be retriev d; 
At leaſt his Age diſguis d, and ſhe, _ 
From ſpightful Prudes, and Cenſure free; 
With earneſt Diligence, and Care, 

- Grub'd by the Roots each grizled Haird 
Some few black Halrs ſhe left behind, 

But not one of the Silver Kind. 

But when ſhe ſaw what Work the d made, 
His bald broad Front, without a Shade, 
And all his hatchet Face diſplay d, 

With ſcarce ſix Hairs upon a ſide, 


; 
* 
0 . 


Ws large out-ſpreading Luggs to hide; 3. 
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She laugh'd, ſhe ſcream'd 3; and Nan, and Be, 

In concert laugh d, and ſcream d no leſs. 2 

Home skulk'd the Squire, and hid his Face, 

Sore-ſmitten with the foul Diſgrace : | 

Softly he knack'd, but truſty John, 

Who knew his Hour was Twelve, or One, 

Rubb'd both his Eyes, and yawn'd, and ſwore, en 

And quickly blunder'd to the Door. | 

But ſtarting back at this Diſaſter, 

Vow'd that Old Nick had hagg'd his Maſter : 

The Landlady, in fore Aﬀeight, 

Fell into Fits, and ſwoon'd out-right ; 

The Neighbourhood was rais'd, and call'd, 

The Maids miſcarry'd, Children baul'd, 

The Cur whom oft his Bounty fed, 

With many a Scrap, and Bit of Bread; 

Now own'd him not, but in the Throng 

Growl'd at him as he ſneak d along, 

5 To 
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To Bed he went, tis true, but not 

Or clos d his Eyes, or ſlept one jotz 
Not Niſus was in ſuch Deſpair, 

Spoil'd of his Kingdom, and his Hair: 

Not ev'n Belinda made ſuch Moan, 

When her dear fav'rite Lock was gone. 

He fume'd, he rav'd, he curs d amain, 

All his paſt Life run Oer again; 
Damn'd-ev'ry Female Bite to 7. yburn, 

From Mother Eve, to Mather Jyburn; 
Each youthful Vanity abjur'd, 

Whores, Box and Dice, and Claps ill-cur'd ; 
And having loſt by Female Art, 

This darling Idol of his Heart, 

Thoſe precious Locks, that might out-vic 
The trim curl'd God, who lights the Sky; 
Reſolvd to grow devout and wiſe, 

Or what's almoſt the ſame—Preciſe ; 
Cantcd, 
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Canted, and whine'd, and talk d moſt oddly, 
Was very ſlovenly, and godly : 

(For nothing makes Devotion keen, 
Like Difappaigemens, and Chagreen 
In fine, he ſet his Houſe in order, 
And piouſly put on a Border. 


5 MORAL. 

| | To you (gay Sparks) who waſte your youthful Prime, 

= 014 Eſop ſends this monitory Rhime: | 

Leave, leave, for ſhame your Trulls at Sh —erHall, 

| And marry in good time, or not at all. | | 

| Of all the Monſters. Smithfield &er cou d ſhow, 

= There's none ſo hideous as a batter d Beau. 

: Truſt not the Noon of Life, but take the Morn, 

Win. Honeycomb zs ev'ry Females Scorn. | 

Le bin be rich) high-born, book-learw'd, aud wiſe, 

Believe me, Friends, in ev'ry Woman's Eyes, a a 

Tis Back, ana Brawn, and Sinew, wins the Price. 
+ * 
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FABLE XIV. 
The Fortune- Hunter. 


Fortuna ſævo læta negotio 

Ludum inſolentem ludere pertinax | 

 Tranſmutat incertos honores. 
CANTO I. 


Ome Authors more Abſtruſe than Wiſe, 
Friendſhip confine to ſtricter Ties, 


Require exact Conformity, 
In Perſan, Age, and Quality; 
Their Humours, Principles, and Wit, 
Mult, like Exchequer Tallics, hit. 
Others leſs ſcrupulous, . opfine 
That Hands, and Hearts, in Love may join, 
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Tho' diffrent Inclinations ſway, . 
For Nature's more in fault than they. pe 
Who cer would ſift this Point more fully, 7 
May read St. Evremond and Tully 5 
With me the Dodrinc ſhall prevail 
That's 4 propos to form my Tale. 


Two Brethren (whether Twins « or no 
Imports not * much to know) 
Together bred; as fam d their Love 

As Leda's Brats begot by Jove:- * 

As various too their Tempers were; : 


That brisk, and frolick, debonair, 


This more conſiderate, 1 ſevere. | 

While Bob, with diligence would pore 

And con by heart his Battle door, 
Frank plaid at Romps with John the Groom; 
Or ſwitch'd his Hobby round the Room. 


The 
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The Striplings now too bulky grown, 


To make dirt Pies, and lounge at home, 


With akeing Hearts to IRE. are ſent, 
Their Humours ſtill of various bent: 5 
The ſilent, ſerious, ſolid Boy, 


Came on apace, Was Daddy's joy, 


Conſtru d, and pars d, and ſaid his Part, | 


And got Que genus all by heart. 
While Panky, that unlucky Rogue, 
Fell in with ev ry Whim in vogue, 
Valu d not Lilly of a ſtraw, 
A Rook at Chuck, a Dab at Taw. 
His Bum was often bruſh'd, you'll (ay, 
Tis true, now twice, then thrice a day: 
So Leeches at the Breech are fed, 


Jo cure Vertigo's in the Head. 


But by your leave, good Doctor Friend, 


Let me this Maxim recommend; 


(| 
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A Genius cant be fared; 3 nor can 
You make an Ape an Alderman : 


. — 2 ꝶꝗ„j„6 SEEN 1 en 
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The patchwork Doublet well may ſuit, 
But how would Furs become the Brute! 
In ſhort, the Caſe is very plain, 

When Maggots once are in the Brain 
Whole Loads of Birch are ſpent in vain. 


n 9.” 
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_ 


Now to purſue this hopeful Pair ih 
4 To Oxford, and the Lord knows where, 
| Wou'd take more Ink than I can ſpare. 


Nor ſhall Ihere minutely ſcore 

| The Volumes Bob turn'd o er, and oer, 
| The Laundreſſes turn d up by F rank, 
With many a ſtrange diverting Prank 3 
Tou d jade my Muſe, tho better fed, 
And kept in Body-cloaths, and Bread. 


When Briſtles on each Chin began 


To ſprout, the Promiſe of a Man, 
The 


- 
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The od old Gentleman expir d, 


4 * 
A 
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And decently to Heav n retir d:: 
The Brethren at their Coma Scat, 

| Enjoy d a pleaſant, ſnug Retreat; „ H bfu 
Their Cellars, and their Barns well dor d, | 
Aud Plenty ſmoaking on their Board: 

Ale and Tobacco for the Vicar, J J bal: 
For Gentry ſometimes better _ 7 - 
Judicious Bob had read all or WE 
"of Eagh weighty ſtay'd Philoſopher, 

| And therefore rightly underſtood | | 

The Real from th Apparent Good; 3 
Subſtantial Bliss, intrinſick Joys, 

From Buſtle, Vanity, and N oile ; 

Coudh his own Happineſs create, '2 5 | | 
And bring his Mind to his Eſtate . 

Liv in the ſame calm, caſy Round, 
His Judgment clear, his Body ſound ; 15 


. 
| 
| 


| 
| | 
' 
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Good 


| BY — 7 
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Good Humour, Probity, and Senſe, 

Repay'd with Peace, and Indolence: 
While Rakciſh Frank; whoſe active Soul, 
No Bounds, no Principles controul, 

Flies o'er the World where Pleaſure calls, 
To Races, Maſquerades, and Balls; ots 
At random roves, now here, ENG there, 
Drinks with the Gay, and Toaſts the Fair. 
As when the full-fed, reſty Steed 

Breaks from his Groom, he flies with ſpecd 3 
His high-arch'd Neck he proudly rears, 

Upon his Back his Tayl he bears, 

His Main upon his Shoulders curls, 


Oer ev ry Precipice he whirls, | 
He plunges in the cooling Tides, 
He laves his ſhining pamper'd Sides,” 
He ſnuffs the Females on the Plain, 
And to his Joy he ſprings amain, 0 
1 To 
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To this, to that, - impetuous flies, 
Nor can the Stud his Luſt ſuffice; 
Till Nature flags, his Vigour ſpent, 
With dropping Tayl, and Nerves unbent, 
The humble Beaſt returns content; | 
Waits tamely at the Stable Door, 

As tractable as cer before. 

This was exactly Panky's Caſe; 
When Blood ran high he livd apace, 
But Pockets drain'd; and ev'ry Vein, 
Look d filly, and came home again; 


At length Extravagance, and Vice, 161. 


Whoring, and Drinking, Box and Dice; 


© Sunk his Exchequer, Cares intrude, 


And Duns grow troubleſome and rude. 


What Meaſures ſhall poor Panty take 
To manage wiſely che laſt Stake, 


"= P 
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With ſome few Pieces iti his Parſe, D v{B'od ai 
And half a dozen Brats at Narſe$' © © | 
Penſive he walk'd, lay tong be) 
Now bit his Nails, then ſcratch'd his Head, 
At lat reſolv'd Reſol vd Lon chan! : . Lt i 


There's not a Penny to be get: 
The Queſtion now remains alonſee.. 


Whether 'tis beſt to hang; or drown.” © © ©" 
Thank you for that, good friendly Devil, 
You're ver courteous; very civit';- © 1d, 


my 


Other Expedients may be „ cl 2015 264 
The Man is young, the World is wide, 0 3 
And as judicious Authors fay, 7 
Every Dog ſhall have his Day or 2 114.1 | 
What if we ramble for a while? 
Seek Fortune out, and court her Smile, 

Act ev ry part in Life to win her, | 
Firſt try the Saint, and then the Sinner; 
8 | Q 2 - Prefs © 


| 
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| 

| 

| 
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Preſs boldly on, ſlighted, purſue; 
Repuls'd, again the Charge renew r 


Give her no reſt, attend, intreat, 


And ſtick at nothing to be Great. 
Fir d with theſe Thoughts, the Youth grew vain, 
Look'd on the Country with diſdain $ 

Where Vertuc's Fools her Laws obey, 


And dream a lazy Life away; 


Thinks Poverty the greateſt Sin, 


And walks on Thorns till he begin i N b 
But firſt before his Brother laid 12 4 | 
The hopeful Scheme, and begg'd his Aid. 
Kind Bob was much abaſh'd to ſee. 


. 


His Brother in extremityj, 


Reduc'd to Rags for want of Thought, | 


A Beggar, and not worth Groat. 
He griev d full ſore, gave good Advice, 


Quoted his Authors graye and wiſe, 
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All who with wholeſome Morals treat us, 


Old Seneca, and Epictetus. 

What's my unhappy Brother doing? 

Whither rambling? whom purſuing? i LATE 
An idle, tricking, giddy Jade, 2413 400 | 
APhantome, and a fleeting Shades #9400 

Graſp'd in this Coxcomb's Arms 4 hle in 

The falſe Jilt fawns, then a fond Smilm 

On that ſheleers, he like the reſt, t.. 

Is ſoon a Bubble, and a Jeſt; 

But live with me, juſt to thy ſelf, | | 
And ſcorn the Bitch, and all her Peil; 

Fortune's ador d by Fools alone, ooh 

The wiſe Man always makes his own. | 

But tis, alas! in vain t apply Wea n. 


Fine Sayings and Philoſophy, + 
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Where a poor Vouth O er- . Brain, 
Is ſold to Intereſt, and Gain 
And Pride, and fierce Ambition reign. 62 
Bob found it ſo, nor did he ſtrive | n 5 | 
| To work the Nail that woud not drive; "OC 
"Cont to do the beſt he cou d, 1 55 
g And as became his Brotherhood Po o ed 16 6 
Gare him what Money he:cou'd ſpare, 
Aud kindly paid his old Arer ;, . 
3 him his Equipage and Cloaths, 
So thus ſupply'd away he goes, Hin 
For London Town he mounts, as gay 
22 As Taylors on theirWedding-day. 
3 


£0 Not many Miles upon the Road, 

A Widow's ſtately Manſion ſtood; | | 

Whatif Dame Fortune ſhould be there? | 
; ( Said Frank) tis ten to one, Iſwear: 

e 8 n yl 
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III try to find her in the Croud, 

She loves the Wealthy and the Proud. 

Away he ſpurs, and at the Door 

Stood Gallant Gentry many a ſcore, 

Penelope had never more. . 

Here tortur'd Cats-gut {queals amain, Ann 
Guittars in ſofter Notes complain, 
And Lutes reveal the Lover's Pain. 
Frank with a careleſs, eaſy Mien, 
Sung her a Song, and was let in. 

The reſt with Envy burſt, to ſee 

The Strangers odd Felicity. 

Low bow'd the Footman at the Stairs, 
The Gentleman at top appears, 

And is your Lady, Sir, at home? 
Pray walk into the Drawing Room. 21% eh 2487 
But here my Muſe is too well bred, 


Toprattle what was done, of ſaid; 


Q 4 | She 
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She lik d the Vouth, his Dreſs, his Face, 
— His Calves, his Back, and ev'ry Grace: 


Supper was ſerwd, and down they ſit, 
Much lden, good Wine, ſome little Wit. 

The Grace- Cup drank, or Dance, or Play; 
' Frank choſe the laſt, was very gay, 

Had the good luck the Board to ſtrip, 

And punted to her Ladyſhip. ; 

The Clock ſtrikes One, the Gentry bow'd, 
Each to his own Apartment ſhow'd; ö 
Zut Panky was in pitcous mood, 

Slept not a Wink ; he raves, he dies, 

Smit with her Jointure, and her Eyes. 

Reſtleſs as in a Lion's Den, 

He ſpraul'd, and kick'd about till Ten: 
But as he dreamt of future Joys, 

His Ear n with a Noiſe, — 


— 


— 
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Six Trumpets, and a Kettle-Drum ; | 1 


_ —_— 


_ = Py - — * -- 
—_—_ — . 4 a 
7 h ye 
2 — x 7. s . 
oa — 2 by LO "Io — — — 
— — A te — — : . 


— . — —————— 
25 A 
9 — = 
KK 
— 


Up in a hurry flies the Groom, 

Lord, Sir ! get dreſsd, the Col'nel's come: 
Your Horſe is ready at the Door, | 

You may reach Ucbridge, Sir, by F our. 
Poor Panty muſt in haſte remove, 

With Diſappointment vex'd, and Love; 

To Dirt abandon'd, and Deſpair, 


For Lace, and Feather won the Fair, 


Now for the Town he jogs apace, 


With leaky Boots, and Sun-burnt Face; 
And leaving Acton in his Rear, 
Began to breathe ſulphurcous Air. 
Artivd at length, the Table ſpread, 
Three Bottles drank, he reels to Bed. 
Next Morn his buſy Thoughts begun, 
To riſe, and travel with the Sun 


\ 


| Whims heap'd on Whims, his Head turn'd round, 

But how Dame Fortune might be found, 
Was the momentous grand Affair, 
His ſecret Wiſh, his only Care. 
Damme, thought Panky to himſelf, 

u find this giddy wand'ring Elf; 
Fil hunt her out in cv'ry Quarter, 
Till ſhe beſtow the Staff or Gatter i p 
III viſit good "OE EUN 7? jo 
Who keeps the Jilt at his Command; 
Or elſe ſome courteous Dutcheſs may 


Take pity on a Run-away. 

Dreſs'd to a Pink, to Court he flics, 
-At this Levee, and that he plics ; 
' Bows in his Rank, an humble Slave, 

And meanly fawns on ey'ry-Knaye 3 4 
With Maids of Honour learns to chat, 
Fights for this Lord, and pimps for that, 
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fortune he ſought from place to place, 
She led him Rill a Wild. Gooſe Chace; 
Always prepar'd with ſome Excuſe, 
The hopeful Younker to amuſe; 

Was buſy, indiſpos'd, was gone 

To Hampton. Court, or Kenſington 3 
And after all her Wiles and Dodgings, 


Jaded, and almoſt in Deſpair, 

A Gameſter whiſper'd in his Ear; | 
Who wou'd ſeck Fortune, Sir, at Court 
At H 7's is her chief Reſort z- 

T is there her Midnight Hours ſhe ſpends, 


Is very gracious to her Friends ; 

Shows honeſt Men the Means of thriving, 
The beſt, good natur d Goddeſs living. 
Away he trudges with his Rook, 


Throws many a Main, is bit, is broke; 


* * . 


She {lip'd clear off, and bilk'd her Lodgings. 
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With dirty Knuckles, Welng Head, 
Diſconſolate he ſneaks to Bed. 


* 


CANTO I. 


How humble, and how complaiſant, 


Is a proud Man reduc'd to Want ! 
With what a ſilly, hanging Face, 
He bears his unforeſcen Diſgrace! 
His Spirits flag, his Pulſe beats low, 


The Gods, and all the World his Foe; 


To thriving Knaves a Ridicule, 
A Butt to ev'ry wealthy Fool. | 


For where is Courage, Wit, or Senſe, 
When a poor Rake has loſt his Pence? 


Let all the Learn'd ſay what they can, 
| "Tis ready Money makes the Man ; | 


Commands Reſpect where er we go, 


And gives a Grace to all we do. 
i 


With 
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Wich ſuch Reflections, Frank diſtre(s'd, 


The Horrors of his Soul expreſs d: 
Contempt, the Basket, and a Jayl, 
By turns his reſtleſs Mind aſſail ; £4 
Aghaſt the diſmal Scene he flies, 
And Death grows pleaſing i in his Eyes $- = 
For ſince his Rhino was all lomn. 
To the laſt ſolitary Crown, "0 | | 
Who wou'd not like a Roman dare; 
To leave that World he cou d got | tare? ? 
The Piſtol on his Table lay, "70 

And Death fled hov'ring O er his Prey 3 


There wanted nothing now to do, 


But touch the Trigger, and adieu. 
he was hing ſome ſhort Pray ts, 


He heard a wheezing: on his Stairs 


' 


And looking out, his Aunt appears ; 


4 


W - 


% 
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Who from! Moor-Fields nd and lame, | 


To ſec her graceleſs Godſbil came: 1 


The Salutations being paſt, 269. 207 A909 
© Coughing, and our of Wine, at laſt 


* 

* 
Ss *% 
31: 


In his great Chai the took her Place, | 
How does yout Brother? ? 15 my Niece | 
Well marry'd ? When will Kobin baue 
He anſwer d all thing to Tüte; 
Gave ſuch Content in evry part, 
He gain a the — old Beldam's 8 Heart. 


0 Godſon, (aid ſhe) alas! 1 Yadh * 14 


7 


ec Matters with you ace bol 10 


« You re come to Town 1 unde Hans, 
© To make your We out of hand = 

© Your Time, and Patrimohy loft, 

« To beg a Place, or buy a ol. 

Believe me, Godſon, I'm out Friend ; 2 ; 
by | Of this great Town, this wicked End 


© # F 
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« Js ripe for Judgment; Satan's Scat, 

« The Sink of Sin, and Hell compleat. 
« In ev'ry Street of Trulls a Troop, 

ce And ev'ry Cook-Wench wears a Hoop ; 
0 Sodom was leſs deform d with Vice, 


« Lewdneſs of all kinds, Cards, and Dice.“ 


Frank bluſn d: (which, by the way, was more 


Than ever he had done before) 
And own'd it was a wretched Place, 

Unfit for any Child of Grace. 

The good old Aunt ofer-joy'd to fee a 
Theſe Glimmerings of Sanctity; 

« My Dear (ſaid ſhe) this Purſe is yours, 

« It coſt me many painful Hours; 

“Take it, improve it, and become 

e By Art and Induſtry a Plumb. 

But leave, for ſhame, this impious Street, 
« All over mark d with clovetr Feet 5 | 


—— ICI — 
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« In out more holy Quarter live, 
« Where both your Soul and Stock may thrive; 
1 Where®rightcous Citizens repair, 
« And Heav' n, and Earth, the Godly ſhare, : 
= Gain this by. Jobbing, that by ,Pray'r. 


e At Jonat hans go ſmoke a Pipe, 

cc Look very ſerious, dine on Tripe ; | þ 

Get early up, late cloſe your Eyes, A 
And leave no Stone unturn d to riſe; T 
8 i Then cach good Day at Salter s- Hall C 
| | « Pray for a Bleſſing upon all.” - A 
; Lowly the raviſh'd Hany bows, _ 1 
While $7 ſat Gniting on his Brows 3 a 
And without ſcruple, in a trice, W 
, He took her Moncy, and Advice. Str 
C Not an extravagant young Heir, Fra 
| Beſet with Duns, and in Deſpair, ON 
3 When joyful Tidings reach his Ear, Of 


/ | 8 


» 
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And Dad retires by Heav'ns Commands, 

To leave his Chink to better Hands; 

Not wand'ring Sailors almoſt loſt, 

When they bchold the wiſh'd-for Coaſt; 

Not Culprit when the Knotis plac'd, 

And kind Reprieve arrives in haſte ; 
| Fer felt a Joy in ſuch excels, 

As Frank relievd from this Diſtreſs. 

A thouſand Antick Tricks he play'd, 

The Purſe he kiſs'd, ſwore, curs'd, and ad ; 


Counted the Pieces o'cr and o'er, 


And hugg'd his unexpected Store z 
Built ſtately Caſtles in the Air, 
Supp'd with the Great, enjoy'd the Fair; 
Pick d out his Title, and his Place, 
Was ſcarce contented with Tour Grace. 
Strange. Viſions working in his Head, | 
Frantick, half mad, he ſtroles to bed; 
Sleeps little, if he ſleeps, he dreams 
Of Scepters, and of Diad ems. 
R | « For- 
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Fortune (ſaid he) ſhall now no more 


« Trick and deceive me as of yore: 


= Ihis Paſſport ſhall admittance gain, 


In ſpight of all the Jilt's Diſdain: 
« *Tis this the Tyrant's Pride diſarms, 
And brings her bluſhing to my Arms; 
e This golden Bough my Wiſh ſhall ſpeed, 
« And to th Elyſian Fields ſhall lead.” 
The Morn ſcarce pcep'd, but up he roſe, 
Impatient, huddled on his Clothes ; 

all'd the next Coach, gave double Pay, 
S to Change-Alley whirl'd away. 
Tis here Dame Fertiine ev'ry day 
Opens her Booth, and ſhows her Play ; 
Here laughing ſits behind the Scene, 
Dances her Puppets here unſeen, 
And turns her whimſical Machine. 
Pawel, with all his Wire and Wit, 


Io her great Genius muſt ſubmit : 


Exact 


© 
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Exact at Twelve the Goddeſs ſhows, 

And Fame aloud her Trumpet blows; 
Harangues the Mob, with Shams, and Lyes, 
And bids their Actions fall, or riſe. 

Old Chaos here his Throne regains, 

And here in odd Confuſion reigns; 

All Order, all Diſtinction loſt, 


Now high, now low, the Fools are toſt. 


Here lucky Coxcombs vainly rear 
Their giddy Heads, there in Deſpair 
Sits humbled Pride, with down-caſt Look, 
Bankrupts reſtor'd, and Miſers broke, 
Strange Figures here our Eyes invade, 
And the whole World in Maſquerade ; 
A Carman in a Hat 0 Feather, 
A Lord in Frize, his Breeches Leathar: 
Tom Whiplaſh in his Coach of State, l 
Drawn by the Tits he drove of late : 
A Col'nel of the bold Train-Bands, 
Selling his Equipage, and Lands. 
K 3 | Hard 


xact 
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Hard-by a Cobler bidding fair 
For the Gold-Chain, and next 1 d Mayor: 
A Butcher bluſt ring in the Croud, 

Of his late purchas d Scutcheon proud, 


Retains his Cleaver for his Creſt, 

His Motto too beneath the reſt, 

Virtue, and Merit is a Zeſt. 

Two Toaſts with all their Trinkets gone, 
_ Padding the Streets for Half a- Crown: 

A daggled Counteſs, and her Maid, : 
Her Houſe-Rent, and her Slaves unpaid, 
A Taylor's Wife in rich Brocade. 

All Sects, all Partys, high, and low, 

At Fortune's Shrine devoutly bow; 
Nought can their ardent Zeal reſtrain, 
Where each Man's Godlineſs is Gain. 
From Taverns, Meeting-Houſes, Stews, 
Atheiſts, and Quakers, Bawds, and Jews, 
Stateſmen, and Fidlers, Beaux, and Porters, 


Blue Aprons here, and there blue Garters. 


so, from each Dunghil, ſtrange Surprize! 


As 


; N | 
From Stones, and Clods, transform'd to Man, 


Mounting his Aſs in warlike Rage, 


| With ſimp'ring Dicky for his Page, 


# Burleſques the Prince of Ammon's Race. 
Induſtrious Frank, among the reſt, 

| Bought, ſold, and cavill'd, baul'd, and preſsd; 
| Lodg'd in a Garret on the ſpot, | 

I Follow'd Inftrudtions to a jot, 

The praying Part alone forgot. 

Learnt ev'ry dealing Term of Art, 
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As Human Race of old began 
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In Troops the recent Gentry riſe, 
Of Muſhroom Growth, they wildly ſtare, 
And Ape the Great with aukward Air : 


So Pinkethman upon the Stage, 
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In Lees mad Rant, with Monkey Face, 


And all th ingenious Cant by heart; 
Nor doubted but he ſoon ſhould find 


Dame Fortune complaiſant, and kind. 
Rs | Afrer 
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of 
; After her oft he call'd aloud, 

But till ſhe vaniſh'd in the Croud ; 

Now with fmooth Looks, and tempting Smiles, 
The faithleſs Hypoctitc beguiles ; 

Then with a cool, and ſcornful Air, 

Bids the deluded Wretch deſpair ; b 


Takes pet without the leaſt pretence, 


And wonders at his Inſolence. 
Thus with her fickle Humours vex d, 
And between Hopes, and Fears perplex d; 
His Patience quite worn out, at laſt 
Reſolves to throw one deſperate Caſt. 
« Tis yain (ſaid he) to whine and wooe, 
« Tis one brisk Stroke the Work muſt do. 
ce Fortune is like a Widow won, 
" And truckles to the Bold alone ; 
« Tl puſh at once, and venture all, 
c At leaſt, I ſhall with Honour fall.” 
But curſe upon the treach'rous Jade, 


Who thus his Services repaid; 
When 
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When now he thought the World his own, 


He bought a Bear, and was undone. 


CANTO UL 


A S there is ſomething in a Face, 

An Air, and a peculiar Grace, 

Which boldeſt Painters cannot trace; 
That more than Features, Shape, or Hair, 
Diſtinguiſhes the happy Fair; 

Strikes ev'ry Eye, and makes her known 
A ruling Toaſt thro' all the Town : 

So in each Action tis Succeſs 

That gives it all its Comelineſs; 

Guards it from Cenſure, and from Blame, 
Brightens, and burniſhes our Fame. 

For what is Virtue, Courage, Wit, 

In all Men, but a lucky Hit ? 

But, vice versa, where this fails, 


The wiſeſt Conduct nought avails ; 
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„ 


The Man of Merit, ſoon ſhall find 
The World to proſp'rous Knaves inclin d, 


Himſelf the laſt of all Mankind. 

Too true (poor Frank) this Theſis found, 
Bankrupt, deſpoil'd, and run aground, 

In Durance vile detain d, and loſt, 

And all his mighty Projects croſt: 

With Grief and Shame at once oppreſt, 
Tears ſwell his Eyes, and Sighs his Breaſt 3 

A poor, forlorn, abandon'd Rake, 

Where ſhall he turn? what Meaſures take! 

Betray'd, decciv'd, and ruin'd quite, 

By his own greedy Appetite; 

He mourns his fatal Luſt of Pelf, - . 
And curſes Fortune, and himſelf; 
In Limbo pent would fain get free, 
Importunate for Liberty. 

So when the watchful hungry Mouſe, 

At midnight proling round the Houle, 
Winds in a Corner toaſted Cheeſe, 
Glad the luxurious Prey to ſeize ; 
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With Whiskers curl'd, and round black Eyes, 
He meditates the luſcious Prize, 


Till caught, trapann'd, laments too late 


The rigorous Decrees of Fate : 
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Reſtleſs his Freedom to regain, | 
He bites the Wire, and climbs in vain. 
The wretched Captive thus diſtreſs'd, 
His buſy Thoughts allow no reſt : | 


- Fd 


Fond on each Project to depend, 
Kind Hope, his only Faithful Friend ; 
Odd Whimſys floating in his Brain, 
He plots, contrives, but all in vain, 
Approves, rejects, and thinks again. 
As when the ſhipwreck'd Wretch is toſt 
6 From Wave to Wave, and almoſt loſt, 
Beat by the Billows from the Shore, ö | 
Returns half drown'd, and hugs once more 
The friendly Plank he graſp'd before: 
So Frank, when all Expedients fail, 
To fave his Carcaſe from the Jayl, 
| Eat 
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Eat up with Vermin, and with Care, 
And almoſt linking in Deſpair, 

Reſolves once more to make his Court 
Io his old Aunt, his laſt Reſort : 

Takes Pen in Hand, now Writes, now tears, 
Then blots his Paper with his Tears, 
Ranſacks his troubled Soul, to miſo 
Each tender Sentiment, and Phraſe; 
And ev'ry lame Excuſe ſupplics 
With artful Col'ring, and Diſeuiſe ; 
Kind to himſelf, lays all the blame 
On Fortune, th Capricious Dame : 
In ſhort, on all was loſt, 


And ſends it by the Penny-poſt. 
Soon as the anticnt Nymph had read 


The Fatal Scroll, ſhe took her Bed, 

Cold Palſies ſeize her trembling Head; 

She groans, ſhe ſighs, ſhe ſobs, ſhe ſmears 
Her Spectacles, and Beard, with Tears 


Her 
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Her Noſe that wont to ſympathize 

With all -th' O'erflowings of her Eyes, 

Adown in Pearly Drops diſtils, 

Th' united Stream each Chaſm fills. 

Geneva now, nor Nants will do, 

Her Toothleſs Gums their hold let go; ; 
And on the Ground, O fatal Stroke ! * 


FE, r - F - ** +5 SEE P - * 


The ſhort coæval Pipe is broke; 

With Vapours choak d, entranc d ſhe lies, 
B—1—s, and prays, and f——ts, and dies. 
But Sleep, that kind Reſtorative, 

Recall'd her Soul, and bid her live; | 
Witch cooler Thoughts the Caſe ſhe weigh'd, 
And brought her Reaſon to her Aid. 
Away ſhe hobbles, and with ſpeed 

Reſolves to ſee the Captive freed ; 

| Wipe off this Stain, and foul Diſgrace, 


And vindicate her antient Race. 


With her a Sage Director comes, 


More weighty than a Brace of Plumbs, 
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A Good Man in the City Cant, 
Where Caſh, not Morals, makes the Saint. 
# It improve a Genius ſo polite, 

The clumſy Thing was dubb'd a Knight : 


Fortune's chief Confident, and Friend, 
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Grown fat by many a Dividend; 
And ſtill her Favour he retains, 


By want of Merit, and of Brains ; 


| r PEPE -- 99 
nts W 5 alt=: 


On her top Spoke ſublime he ſits, 
The Jeſt, and Theme of ſneering Wits: 
For Fools in Fortune's Pill'ry plac'd, 

Are mounted to be more diſgrac d. 

This rich old Hunks, as Woodcock wiſe, 
Was call'd the Younker to adviſe : 

be Young Man (ſaid he) refrain from Tears, 
* While joyful Tydings bleſs thine Ears; 

« Up, and be doing, Boy, and try 

* To conquer Fate by Induſtry ; 

% For know that all of Mortal Race, 

« Are born to Loſſes and Diſgrace: 
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<« Eyn I broke twice, I, heretofore 


C A Taylor deſpicably poor, 
« In ev'ry Hole for ſhelter crept, | 
« On the ſame Bulk, botch'd, lous'd, and ſlept, 


,* With ſcarce one Penny to prepare 


« A friendly Halter in Deſpair ; 

« My Credit like my Garment torn, 
Thread · bare, and ragged, over-worn : 
« But ſoon I patch'd it up again, 

“ Theſe buſy Hands, this working Brain, 
« Neer ccasd from Labour, Pain and Sweat, 
« Till Fortune ſmil'd, and I was Great. 

% Now at each pompous City Feaſt, 
Who but Sir Triſtram? ev'ry Gueſt 

* KReſpectful bows. In each Debate, 

e My Nod muſt give the Sentence weight : 
On me prime Miniſters attend, 

e And and A 
In Embrio each bold Project lies, 


** 'Till my conſenting Purſe ſupplies. 


by's my Friend: 
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« This Hand 
“ Soften'd the Swede, and humbled Spain. 


« To me, the Fair whom all adore, 


nay, do not think me vain, 


« Addreſs thcir Pray'rs, and own my Power; 


« When the poor Toaſt by Break of Day, 
« Has punted all her Gold away, 

« Undreſs'd, and in her native Charms, 
« She flies to theſe indulgent Arms ; 

« She curls each Dimple in her Face 

« To win the god Sir Triſtram's Grace; 
« Offers her Brilliants with a Smile, 

« That might an Anchoret beguile, 

« And when my potent Aid is lent, 

* Away the Dear One wheels content. 
He that can Money get, my Boy, 

* Shall ev'ry other Good enjoy; oY 
« Be rich, and ev'ry Boon receive, 

% That Man can wiſh, or Heav'n can give. 
No to the means (dear Youth) attend, 


* By which thy Sorrows ſoon ſhall end: 


« Thy 
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K Thy good old Aunt reſolves to bail | 
: Her hopeful Godſon out of Jay! ; 
Hut what is Freedom to the Poor ? 
« The Man, who begs from Door to Door 
« Is Free, in lazy Wretchedneſs 
L « He lives, till Heav'n his Subſtance bleſs ; 
But having learnt to Cog, and Chouſe, 
; « To cut a Purſe, or break a Houſe, 
? * Then ſoon he mends his old Apparel, 
« Eats boil'd, and roaſt, and taps his Barrel ; 
“Drinks double Bub, with all his might, 
And hugs his Doxy ev'ry Night: 


WWE 


« Thy ſprightly Genius nœ'er ſhall lie 
* Depreſs'd by Want, and Penury ; 


Go, with a proſp'rous merry Gale, 


To the South Seas advent'rous fail ; 


Fat Plenty dwells on thoſe rich Shores, 


* Abundance opens all her Stores ; 


a * Bu th Lo 
e F 


* Ingots, and Pearls, for Beads are fold, 


And Rivers glide on Sands of Gold; 


yi « Fn + 


256 Occaſional Poems, 


« Profit, and Pleaſure, hand in hand, 

« Smile on the Fields, and bleſs the Land ; 
« The Swains unlabour'd Harveſts reap, 

« Fountains run Wine, and Whores are cheap. 
& Fortune is always true and kind, 

Nor veers, as here, with ev'ry, Wind; 

« Not as in theſe penurious Iſles, 

« Retails her Bleſſings, and her Smiles; 

« But dcals by wholeſale with her Friends, 
ce And gluts them with her Dividends. 

ee Then haſte, ſet ſail, the Ship's unmoor'd, 
« And waits to take thee now on board.” 
The Youth Oer- joy d this Project hears, F 
From his Flock-Bed his Head he rears, 


And waters all his Rags with Tears. 
In ſhort, he took his Friend's Advice, 
Pack d up his Baggage in a trice; 
Dancing for Toy, on board he flew, 


With all Potoſi in his view. 


CAN 
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CANT IR 


REhold the Youth juſt now ſet free 


On Land, immur'd again at Sea; 
Stow'd with his Cargo in the Hold, 
6 In queſt of other Worlds for Gold. 
nee who ſo late regard at caſe; 
On Oleos, Soups, and Fricaſſees; 
Prank with the Witty, and the Gay,/ 
Sparkling Champaign, and rich Tokay ; 
| Now breaks his Faſt with Suffolk Cheeſe, \ 
And burſts at Noon with Pork and Peaſe ; 


wink CHE 


E Inſtead of Wine, content to ſip, 
With noiſy Tarrs, their nauſeous Flip: 
| Their Breath with chaw'd Mundungus ſweet, 
Their Jeſts more fulſome than their Meat. 
| While Thunder rolls, and Storms ariſe, 

He ſnoring in his Hammock lies ; 

In Golden Dreams enjoys the Night, 

And counts his Bags with vaſt Delight. 

8 
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Mountains of Gold erect his Throne, 
Each precious Gem is now his own; 
Kind Jove deſcends in golden Sleet, 
Patolus murmurs at his Feet; 

The Sea gives up its hoarded Store, 
Poſſeſſing all, he covets more. 

O Gold ! attractive Gold! in vain 
Honour and Conſcience wou'd reſtrain 


Thy boundleſs univerſal Reign. 

To thee each ſtubborn Virtue bends, 
The Man oblig'd betrays his Friends; 
The Patriot quits his Country's Cauſc, 
And ſells her Liberty and Laws: 


The Pious Prude's no longer nice, 


And cv'n Lawn Sleeves can flatter Vice. 


At thy too abſolute Command, 
Thy Zealots ranſack Sea, and Land : 
Wherc'cr thy Beams their Pow'r diſplay, 


The ſwarming InſeQs haſte away, 
To baſque in thy refulgent Ray. 


Nov 


Leave the retreating Land behind ; 
Fearleſs they quit their narive Shore, 
And Albion's Cliffs are ſeen no more. 
Then on the wide Atlantict born, 
Their Rigging, and their Tackle torn; 
Danger in various Shapes appears, 
Sudden Alarms, and ſhiv'ring Fears. 


Here, migfft ſome copious Bard dilate, 


While Guards of Tritons clear his way, 
And Nereids round his Chariot play; 
Then bid the ſtormy Boreas riſe, 

And forky Lightning cleave the Skies; 
The Ship nigh found'ring in the Deep, 
Or bounding o'er the ridgy Steep : 
Deſcribe the Monſters of the Main, 

The Phoce, and their finny Train, 


Tornado's, Hurricanes, and, Rain, 


CT 2 
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Now the bold Crew with proſp'rous Wind, 


And ſhow fierce Neptune drawn in ſtate ; 
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Spouts, Shoals, and Rocks of dreadful ſize, 
And Pyrates lurking for their Prize; 
Amazing Miracles rehearſe, 
And turn all Dampier into Verſe. 
My negligent, and humble Mule, 
Leſs ambitious Aims purſues ; 
Content with more familiar Phraſe, 
Nor deals in ſuch embroider'd Lays ; 
Pleas'd if my Fn juſt Meaſure keeps, 
And ftretch'd at eaſe my Reader ſleeps. 
Hibernian Matrons thus of old, 
Their ſoporifick Storys told; 
To ſleep in vain the Patient ſtrove, 
Perplex d with Buſineſs, croſs'd in Love; 
Till ſoothing Tales becalm d his Breaſt, 
And lull'd his troubled Soul to reſt. 
Suffice it only to recite, 

They drank all Day, they ſaor'd all Night: 
And after many Moons were palt, 
They made the wilh'd-for Shores at laſt, 


Frank 


1: 


© . Bath-mettle Rings, and Knives, and Sciflers ; 
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Frank with his Cargo in his Hand, 


Leap'd joyful on the Golden Strand ; 


Open'd his Toyſhop in the Port, 


Trinkets of yarious Size, and Sort; 


Bracelets, and Combs, Bodkins, and Tweezers, 


And in one lucky Day got more 
Than Bubble-Boy in half a ſcore. 


For Fortune now no longer coy, 


Smile'd on her darling fav'rite Boy; 


No longer from his Arms retir'd, 


But gave him all his Heart deſir d. 


Ah! thoughtleſs Youth! in time beware, 


And ſhun the treach'rous Harlot's Snare ; 

The wiſer Savages behold, : 
Who truck not Liberty for Gold ; 
Proof againſt all her ſubtil Wiles, | 
Regardleſs of her Frowns, or Smiles; 
If frugal Nature wants Supplies, 


The Lance, or Dart, unerring flies: 
18-3 = 
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The Mountain Boar their Prey deſcends, 

Or the fat Kid regales their Friends; 

The jocund Tribe, from Sun to Sun, 

Feaſt on the Prize their Valour won. 

Ceaſe, babbling Muſe, thy vain Advice, 
ITis thrown away on Avarice : 


Bid hungry Lions quit their Prey, 


Or Streams that down the Mountains ſtray, 


Divert their Courſe, return again, 


And climb the Steep from whence they came. 
j 


Unbleſt with his ill-gotten Store, 
Ti inſatiate Youth ſtill craves for more; 
To Counſel deaf, t' Examples blind, 
Scrapes up whatever he can find. 
Now Maſter of a Veſlel grown, 

With all the glitt' ring Fraight his own, 

To Fortune ſtill he makes his Court, 
And coaſts along from Port to Port. 
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Each rolling Tide brings freſh Supplies, 
And Heaps on Heaps delight his Eyes. 
Thro Panama delicious Bay, 

The loaded, Veſſel ploughs her way; 

With the rich Fraight oppreſs d, ſhe fails, 
And ſummons all the friendly Gales. 
Frank on her Deck triumphant ſtood, 
And view'd the calm tranſparent Flood : 
Let Book-learn'd Sots (ſaid he) adore 

Th' aſpiring Hills that grace thy Shore; 
Thy verdant Iſles, the Groves that bow 
Their nodding Heads, and ſhade thy Brow ; 
Thy Face ſerene, thy gentle Breaſt, 

Where Jirens ſing, and Halcyons reſt: 
Propitious Flood ! on me beſtow, 

The Treaſures of thy Depths below ; 
Which long in thy dark Womb have ſlept, 
From Age to Age ſecurely kept. | 


S 4 Scarce 


Scarce had he ſpoke, when, ſtrange Surprize! 
Th indignant Waves in Mountains riſe, 
And Hurricanes invade the Skies 3 

The Ship againſt the Shoals was ſtruck, 
And in a thouſand Pieces broke; 
But one poor truſty Plank, to ſave 
Its Owner from the wat'ry Grave: 
On this he mounts, is caſt on ſhore, 
Half dead, a Bankrupt, as before : 
Spiritleſs, fainting, and alone, 
On the bare Beach he makes his Moan. 
Then climbs the ragged Rocks, t' explore, 


If ought was driving to the Shore, 


N 1 


The poor Remains of all his Store: 

With greedy Diligence prepar'd 
To ſave hate er the Waves had ſpar d. 

But, oh! the Wretch expects in vain | 
Compaſſion from the furious Main gb 

Men, Goods, are ſank. Mad with Deſpait 
He beat his Breaſt, he tore his Hair : 

| | Then 


— —— ——— 


92 Tranſlations, Fables Toles, dec. 265 


Then leaning o'er the craggy Steep, 
Look'd down into the boiling Deep ; 
Almoſt reſoly'd to caſt himſelf, 

And periſh with his dear, dear Pelf. 


CANTO V. 


IF Heav'n the thriving Trader bleſs, 
What fawning Crouds about him preſs? bel 
But if he fail, diſtreſs'd, and poor, | 


His Mob of Friends are ſeen no more : 


| 
7 


For all Men hold it meet to fly 
Th' infectious Breath of Poverty. 
Poor Frank deſerted and forlorn, 


Curſes the Day that he was born: 


— 
2 —— — —æꝛ n — — — 


Each treach rous Crony hides his Face, 

Or ſtarts whene'er he haunts the Place. 

His Wealth thus loſt, with that his Friends, 

On Fortune ſtill the Youth depends : 

One Smile (ſaid he) can ſoon reſtore 

A Bankrupt Wretch, and give him more; 

en 1 She 
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She will not ſure refuſe her Aid ? 
Fallacious Hope ! for the falſe Jade i 
That very day took wing, was flown, 
And on her wonted Journcy gone, 
(Intent her coſtly Goods to (ell) 

* From Panama to Portobel: 


Five hundred Mules her Baggage bear, 
And groan beneath the precious Ware, 


The Goddeſs rides ſublime in Air 

And hence conveys a freſh ſupply, 

For Pride, Debate, and Luxury. 

Frank, when he heard th unwelcome News, 
Like a ſtaunch Hound the Chace purſues, 
Takes the ſame Rout, doubles his ſpeed, 


Nor doubts her help in time of need. 


O'er the wide Waſte, thro' pathleſs ways, 
The ſolitary Pilgrim ftrays ; 


* This is the Road the King of Spain's Treaſure is cat- 
ried over the Iſthmus of Darien. 


Now 
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Now on the ſwampy deſart Plain, 

Thro' Brakes of * Mangroves works with pain 
| Then climbs the Hills with many a groan, 

: And melts beneath the Torrid Zone. 

With Berries, and green Plantains, fed, 

on the parch'd Earth he leans his Head; 

C Fainting with Thirſt, to Heav'n he cries, 

But finds no Stream but from his Eyes. 

Ah Wretch ! thy vain Laments forbear, 

And for. a worſe Extreme prepare ; 


Sudden the low'ring Storms ariſe, * 


The burſting Thunder rends the Skies, 
Aſlant the ruddy Lightning flies; 

Darts thro the Gloom a tranſient Ray, 
And gives a mort, but dreadful Day: 
With pealing Rain the Woods reſound, 
** ſhake the ſolid Ground. 


* A fort of Brier in the Veſt- -Indie yery troubleſome to 
Travellers. 


Benumb d 
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Benumb' d with Cold, but more with Fear, 
Strange Phantoms to his Mind appear, 
The Wolves around him howl for Food, 
The ray'nous Tygers hunt for Blood, 
And Canibals more fierce than they, 
(Monſters who make Mankind their Prey) 
Riot, and feaſt on human Gore, | 
And ſtill inſatiate thirſt for more. 
Half dead at every Noiſe he hears, 
His Fancy multiplies his Fears; 
What cer he read or heard of old, 
What c'er his Nurſe or Cruſoe told, 
Each tragick Scene his Eyes behold: 
Things paſt as preſent Fear applies, 
Their Pains he bears, their Deaths he dies, 


* — . a * . * N - 
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At length the Sun began to peep, 
And gild the Surface of the Deep, 
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5 Then on the reeking Moiſture fed, | { 


The ſcatter'd Clouds before him fled, 
The Rivers ſhrunk into their Bed : 


Nature revives ; the feather'd Throng | 
Salute the Morning with a Song. 
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Frank with his Fellow-Brutezaroſe, 


: Yet dreaming ſtill he ſaw his Foes, 


: Reels to and fro, laments, and grieves, 

it ſtarting, doubts if yet he lives. 

Ar laſt his Spirits mend their pace, 1 
And Hope ſat dawning on his Face; 
Ev'n ſuch is Human Life (ſaid he) 
A Night of Dread, and Miſery, 

Till Heav'n relents, relieves our Pain, 
And Sun-ſhine Days return again. 

O Fortune! who doſt now beſtow 
frowning, this bitter Cup of Woe, 
Do not thy faithful Slave deſtroy; 

but give th Alternatiye of Joy. 


Then 
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Then many a painful ſtep he takes, 

Oer Hills and Vales, thro' Woods, and Brakes: 
No ſturdy deſp'rate Buccaneer 

Fer ſuffer'd Hardſhips more ſevere. 

Stubborn, incorrigibly blind, 

No Dangers can divert his Mind ; 


| His tedious Journey he purſues, 


At laſt his Eye tranſported views 


Fair Portobel, whole riſing Spires P. 
Inflame his Heart with new Deſires. A 
Secure of Fortunes Grace, he ſmiles, A 
And flatt' ring Hope the Wretch beguiles. A 
Tho Nature calls for Sleep and Food, -} 
Yet ftronget Avarice ſubdu'd ; It 
Ev'n ſhamefukNaKkedncſs, and Pain, 50 
And Thirſt and Hunger plead in vain: Th 
No reſt he gives his weary Feet, q Ay 
Fortune he ſee ks from Street to Street; Shi 
Careful in ev'ry Corner pries, 1 


Now here, now there, impatient flies, 


Py 
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Wherever buſy Crouds reſort, 

The Change, the Market, and the Port ; 
In vain he turns his Eye-balls round, 

. Fortune was no where to be found; 

| The Jilt not many Hours before, 

i With the Plate Fleet had left the Shore: 
| Laughs at the cred'lous Fool behind, 
And joyful skuds before the Wind. 
Poor Frank forſaken on the Coaſt, 

All his fond Hopes at once are loſt. - 
Aghaſt the (welling Sails he views, 

And with his Eye the Fleet purſues, 

Till leſſen d to his weary'd Sight, 

It leaves him to Deſpair, and Night. 

So when the faithleſs Theſens fled 

The Cretan Nymph's deſerted Bed, 


Awak'd, at diſtance on the Main, 0 


dhe view'd the proſp'rous perjur'd Swain, 


And call'd th ayenging Gods in vain. 
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Proſtrate on Earth till Break of Day . 
Senſeleſs, and motionleſs he lay, 


— TY N y 


Till Tears at laſt find out their way; 


Guſh like a Torrent from his Eyes, 

In Bitterneſs of Soul (he cries) 

O Fortune! now too late ſee, 

«-Too late, alas! thy Treachery. 

« Wretch that I am; abandon'd, loſt, 

60 About the World at random toſt, 

« Whither, oh whither ſhall I run? 

« Sore pinch'd with Hunger, and undone, 

« Inthe dark Mines go hide thy head 

ec Accurs'd, exchange thy Sweat for Bread, 

& Skulk undergronnd, in Earth's dark Womb 

7 Go Slave, and dig thy (elf a Tomb: 

« There's Gold enough; pernicious Gold ! 

*- To which long ſince thy Peace was ſold 3 

« Vain helpleſs Idol! canſt thou ſave 

<-*This ſhatter'd Carcaſs frem the Grave! 
pon] 


/ 
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Reſtleſs Diſturber of Mankind, 
Canſt thou give Health, or Peace of Mind! 
Ah no, deceiy'd the Fool ſhall be 
Who puts his Confidence in thee. 

Y « Fatally blind, my native Home 

8 < Llefr, in this rude World to roam; 

| « O Brother! ſhall I'view no more 

. Thy Peaceful Bowers? fair Albion's Shore? 
Jes (if kind Heav'n my Life ſhall ſpare) 
some happy Moments yet I'll ſhare, 

I In thy delightful bleſt Retreat, 

With thee contemn the Rich, and Great; 
KRedeem my Time miſpent, and wait 
Ill Dcath relicve th Untortunate. 


Adverſity, ſage uſcful Gueſt, 
Severe Inſtructor, but the beſt ; 


It is from thee alone we know 


Julliy to value things below ; 


— 


I 
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Right Reaſon's ever faithful Friend, 

To thee our haughty Paſſions bend ; 
Tam'd by thy Rod (poor Frank) at laft, 
Repents of all his Follics paſt; 

Reſign d, and patient to endure 

Thoſe Ills, which Heav'n alone can cure. 
With vain Purſuits and Labours worn, 
He meditates a quick return, 

Longs to reviſit yet once more, 

Poor Prodigal ! his native Shore. 

In the next Ship for Britain bound, 
Glad Frank a ready Paſſage found ; 
Nor Veſſel now, nor Fraight his own, 
He fears no longer Fortune's Frown ; 
No Property but Life his Share, 

Life a frail Good not worth his Care; 
Ave and willing to obey, 

A merry Mariner and gay, 

He hands the Sails, and jokes all day. 


At 
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At Night no Dreams diſturb his Reſt, 
No Paſſions riot in his Breaſt, 

For having nothing left to loſe, 

Sweet and unbroken his Repoſe: 
And now fair Alb:on's Cliffs are ſeen, 
And Hills with fruitful Herbage green : 
His Heart beats quick, the Joy that ties 
is falt'ring Tongue burſts from his Eyes. 
| At length thus hail'd the well-known Land, 
And kneeling, kiſs d the happy Strand. | 
« And do ] then draw native Air, 
| © After an Age of Toil and Care? 
« O welcome Parent Iſle! no more 

| © The Vagrant ſhall deſert thy Shore, 

{ © But flying to thy kind Embrace, 
* Here end his Life's laborious Race. 
So when the Stag, intent to rove, i 
Quits the ſafe Park, and ſhelt ring Grove, 
Tops the high Pale, ſtroles unconfin'd, 


And leaves the lazy Herd behind, 
| 7 2 Bleſt 
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Bleſt in his happy Change a while, 

Corn Ficlds, and flow'ry Meadows ſmile, 
The pamper d Beaſt enjoys the Spoil; 
Till on the next returning Morn, 
Alarm'd, he hcars the fatal Horn j 
Before the ſtaunch, blood-thirſty Hounds, 
Panting o'er Hills unknown he bounds, 
With Clamour ev'ry Wood reſounds : 
He creeps the thorny Brakes with pain, 
He ſeeks the diſtant Stream in vain, 

And now, by fad Experience wiſe, 
To his dear Home the Rambler flies; 


His old Incloſure gains once more, 


And joins the Herd, he ſcorn'd before. 


Nor are his Labours finiſh'd yet, 
Hunger, and Thirſt, and Pain and Swcat, 
And many a tedious Mile remains, 


Before his Brother's Houſe he gains. 


With: 


Pre 
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Without one Doit his Purſe to bleſs, 

Nor very elegant his Dreſs; 

? With a tarr'd Jump, a crooked Batt, 

© Scarce one whole Shoe, and halt a Hat ; 
From Door to Door the Stroler skip d, 

| Sometimes relievd, but oftner whipd: 
6 Sun-burnt, and ragged on he fares, 

| At laſt the Manſion-Houſe appears, 

ö Timely Relief for all his Cares. 

Around he gaz'd, his greedy Sight, 

| Dcvours each Object with delight; 

| Thro' cach known Haunt tranſported roves, 
Gay ſmiling Fields, and ſhady Groves, 

| Once conſciaus of his youthful Loves. 
About the Hoſpitable Gate 

Crouds of dejected Wretches wait; 

Each day kind Bob's diffuſive Hand, 
Chear'd and refreſh'd the tatter d Band, 
Proud the moſt God-like Joy to ſhare, 

He fcd the Hungry, cloath'd the Bare, 
T2 Frank 
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Frank amongſt theſe his Station choſe, 
With Looks revealing inward Woes ; 
When lo! with Wonder and Surprize 


He ſaw Dame Fortune in diſguiſe; 
He ſaw, but ſcarce belicv'd his Eyes. 


Her fawning Smiles, her tricking Air, 
Thi egregious Hypocrite declare; 

A Gypſy's Mantle round her ſpread 

Of various Dye, White, Yellow, Red; 
Strange Feats ſhe promis d, clamour'd loud, 
And with her Cant amus'd the Croud b 
There ev'ry day impatient ply'd, 

Puſh'd to get in, but ſtill deny'd ; 

For Bob, who knew the ſubtile Whore, 
Thruſt the falſe Vagrant from his Door. 
But when the Stranger's Face he vicw'd, 
With no deceitful Tears bedew?d, | 

His boding Heart began to melt, 

And more than uſual Pity felt : 


He 


3 
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He trac'd his Features Oer and O' er, 
That ſpoke him better born, tho poor, 
Tho cloath d in Rags, genteel his Mien, ( 
That Face he ſomewhere muſt have ſeen ; * 
Nature at laſt reveals the Truth, 
He knows, and owns the hapleſs Youth, 
Surpriz d, and ſpeechleſs, both embrace, 
And mingling Tears o'erflow each Face; 
Till Bob, thus cas'd his lab'ring Thought, 
And this Inſtructive Moral taught. 


Welcome (my Brother) to my longing Arms, 
Here on my Boſom reſt ſecure from Harms ; 
See Fortune there, that falſe deluſive Jade, 
To w hom thy Pray'rs, and ardent Vows, were paid ; 
She (like her Sex) the fond Purſuer flies, 
But ſlight the Ji, and atthy Feet ſhe dies. 
Now ſafe in Port, indulge thy ſelf on Shore, 


Oh tempt the faithleſs Winds and Seas no more; 


1 Let 
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a unavailing rl and Dangers paſt,” 
Tho late, this uſeful Leſſon teach at laſt, 
True Happineſs is only to be found! 

In a contented Mind, 'a Body ſound, 

All elſe is Dream, a Dance on Fairy Ground : 
While reſtleſs Fools; each idle Whim purſue, 
And ſtill one Wim obtain · d creates a new, 
Like froward Babes, the Toys they have, detcſt, 
| While till the neweſt Trifle pleaſes beſt : 

Let us (my Brother) rich in Wiſdom's ſtore, 
What Heaven has lent, enjoy, Nor covet more; 
Subdue our Paſſions, curb their ſaucy Rage, 
And to ourſelves reſtore the Golden Ape, 


* 
o 
, .. 
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The. Devil Outwitted : 


CR 


Vicar liv'd on this fide Trent, 


* 
# + 


| Religious, Learr'd, 1 
Pure was his Life, in Deed, Word, Thought, 
A Comment on the Truths he taught : ; 


7 


; 


His Pariſh large, his Income ſmall, 
Yet ſeldom wanted wherewithall 5 


For againſt ev'ry merry Tide, 


Madam wou'd carefully e | 
A painful Paſtor, but his Sheep, 
Alas! within no Bounds would keep; 
2 A ſcabby Flock, that ev'ry day 
Run riot, and wou'd go aſtray. 
; He 


* 
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He thumpt his Cuſhion, fretted, vext, 
Thumb'd o'er again, each uſeful Text; 
| Rebuke'd, erhorted, all in vin, 
His Pariſh was the more profanc : 
The Scrubs wou'd' have their wicked Will, 
And cunning Satan triumph'd ſtill. 
At laſt, when cach Expedient fail'd, 
And ſerious Mcaſures nought avail d, 
It came into his head, to try 
The Force of Wit, and Raillery. 
The good Man was by Nature gay, 
Cou d gibe, and joke, as well 25 PAY 
Not like ſome hide-bound Folk, who chace 
Each merry Smile from their dull Face, 
And think Pride Zeal, Ill · nature Grace. 
At Chriſt nings, and each jovial Feaſt, 
He ſingled out the ſinful Beaſt: 
Let all his pointed Arrows fly, 
Told this, and that, look d very ly, 
And left my Maſters to apply. 
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His Tales were hum'rous, often true, 
And now and then ſet off to view 
With lucky Fictions, and ſheer Wit, 
That pierc d, where Truth cou d never hit. 
The Laugh was always on his ſide, 
While paſſive Fools by turns deride ; 
And gigling thus at one another, 
Each jeering Lout reform'd his Brother ; 
Till the whole Pariſh was with caſc 
Shame'd into Virtue by degrees: 
Then be advis d, and try a Tale, 
When Chryſoſtome, and Auſtin fail. * 


25 The 
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AN of precarious Science vain, 
5 | 
Treats other Creatures with diſdain ; ; 


r * 


Nor Pug, nor Shock have common Senſe, 


Nor even Pol. the leaſt Pretence, 


Tho ſhe prates better than us all, 


To be accounted rational. . 


The Brute Creation here below, IF 
It ſeems, is Natuch Puppet- -Show ; ; . 
But Clogk- Work all, and meer Machine, A 
What can theſe idle Gieheracks mean ? lr 
Ye World-Makers of Greſbam-Hall, N 


mw Rover ſhall confute ye all; , 


Shall 


Shall 
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Shall prove that ey'ry reas ning Brute, | 
Like B—-n of B—g—# cn diſpute; 
Can apprehend, judge, ſyllogize, 

Or like prodd B—+—/y criticize : 

At a moot Point, or odd Diſaſter, 

Is often wiſer than his Maſter. 


He may miſtake ſometimes, tis true, 


None are infallible but you. 

The Dog whom nothing can miſlead, 
Muſt be a Dog of Parts indeed ; 

But to my Tale, hear me (my Friend) 
And with due Gravity attend. 


Rover (as Heralds are agreed) 
Well-born, and of the Setting Breed ; 
Rang'd high, was ſtout, of Noſe acute, 
A very learn'd, and courteous Brute. 

In par'llel Lines his Ground he beat, 
Not ſuch as in one Centre meet; 
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In thoſe let blund ring Doctors deal, 

His were exactly parallel. | 
When tainted Gales the Game betray, 
Down cloſe he ſinks, and eyes his Prey. 
Tho diff rent Paſſions tempt his Soul, | 
Truc as the N cedle to the Pole, | 
Hek ceps his Point, and panting lies, 
The floating Net above him flies, 


Then dropping, ſweeps the flutt'ring Prize. 


Nor this his only Excellence, 


When ſurly Farmers took offence, C 


And the rank Corn the Sport deny'd, 
Still faithful to his Maſter's ſide, 

A thouſand pretty Pranks he play'd, 
And chearful each Command obey'd : 
Humble his Mind, tho' great his Wit, 
Wou'd lug a Pig, or turn the Spit ; 

> Wou'd fetch, and carry, leap o'er Sticks; 
And forty ſuch diverting Tricks. 


Or 
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Nor Partridge, nor wiſe Gadbury, 
Cou'd find loſt Goods ſo ſoon as he; 
Bid him go back a Mile or more, 

And ſeek the Glove you hid before, 
Still*his unerring Noſe wou'd wind it, 
If above Ground, was ſure to find it; 
Whimp'ring for joy his Maſter greet, 
And humbly lay it at his Feet. 


But hold — It cannot be deny'd, 
That uſeful Talents miſapply'd, 
May make wild Work. It happ'd one day, 
'Squire Lobb, his Maſter, took his way, 
New ſhav'd, and ſmug, and very tight, 
To compliment a neighb'ring Knight ; 
In his beſt Trowſers he appears, 
(A comely Perſon for his Years) 1 
And clean white Draw'rs, that many a day 
In Lavender, and Roſe- Cakes lay. 


A- croſs 


A-croſs his brawny Shoulders ftcung,. 
On his left ſide his Dagger. hung; 
Dead - doing Blade ! a dreadful Gueſt, 
Or in the Field, or at the Feaſt. 

No * Franklin carving of + Chine | 
At Chriſtide, ever look d ſo fine. 
With him obſequious Rover trudg d, 


Nor from his Heels onę moment budg d: 


A while they travell d, when within 
Poor Lobb perceiy d a-rumbling Din: 


Then warring Winds for want of vent, 


Shook all his carthly Tenement. 

So in the Body Politick, - ' 

Cor States ſometimes, like Men, are nick) 
Dark Faction mutters thro the Croud, 

E er bare - fac d Treaſon roars aloud: 

Whether crude Humours undigeſted, 

His labring Eptrails had infeſted, | 


* A ſubſtantial Country Gentleman in Days of yore. 


Ber 


His 
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Or laſt Night's. Load of bottled Ale, df: tf) 2:42) 
Grown mutinous, was 2 ck e dene 


The Cauſe of this his auk ward Palin, vs ob 1 4 — 


Let - uſt on, or let H — 150 
Whoſe learned Noſes may diſcover, * 
Why Nature's Stink-Pov.thus ran ov r. 
My Province is th Effect to trace, 4 


And give each Point its proper Grace, 

Th' Effect, O lamentable Caſe!- 

Long had he ſtruggled, but in vain, 

The Factious Tumult to reſtrain: 

What ſhou d he do? the unruly Rout 


Preſs d on, and it was time, no doubt, 


T unbutton, and to let all out. 
The Trowſers ſoon his Will obey, | — 
Not ſo his ſtabborn Drawers, for they 
Beneath his hanging Paunch cloſe ty d. 
His utmoſt Att, and Pains defy'd:: YE * 
He drew his Dagger on the Spot, 


Reſolv d to cut the Gordian Knop. 
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f 

la the ſame Road juſt then paſs'd by 

(Such was the Will of Deſtiny) 

The courteous Curate of the Place, 

Good-Nature ſhone er all his Face 3 

Surpriz'd the flaming Blade to view, 

And deeming Slaughter muſt enſue, 

Off from his Hack himſelf he threw, 

Then without Ceremony ſeia d 

The Squire, impatient to be eas'd, 

Lord! Maſter Lobb, who wou'd have thought 

The Fiend had c'er fo ſtrongly wrought ? 

I Suicide ſo ſlight a Fault! 

Rip up thy Guts, Man! What go quick f 

To Hell? outrageous Lunatick ! 

 But— by the Bleſſing, FU prevent 

With this right Hand, thy foul Intent; | 

Then gripe'd the Dagger faſt; the Squire ] 

Like * Pelens Son look d pale with Ire; f 

While the good Man like Pallas ſtood. \ 

And check d his cager Thirſt for Blood. | | 
id. Hom. II. lib. 1. | A 


OR ——— ² — E——— p K ů —— —2— U——h 


wan | _> 1 
Tranſlativns, \Bilihs;Fules, 8c:* thr 

| Ss CT oat int er 

At laſt, when both à white had ſtraln d. 

Strength, join d with Zeal; rhe = 
The Curate in all Points obey'd, g 


[1 F F 
# — 
7 * 
i 1 


Into the Sheath returns tlie Bladle 
But firſt th' unhappy Squlte he fw ot. 
T* attempt upon his Eift nd Dre. 
With fage Advice his Spetttt fe clos d, beurtt 2H 
And left him (as he thought) composd. no 651175 
But was it ſo, Fried Babb ? . Wo v9 
Misfortune ſeldom comes lbae 6 7 
Satan ſupplies the ſwelling Tide, 

And IIls on IIls are miultiply d. [ 

Subdu d, and all his Meaſures broke, 

His Purpoſe and Intent miſtook 3 

Within his Draw'rs, alas! ke found 

His Guts let out withbur a Wound? 

For, in the Conffict, ffraining hard 
He left his Poſtern Gate mbar? d 

Moſt wofully bedawb d, he moans 


His piteous Caſe, he ſighs, he groans; 
2 To 


To wn 2122 
Was very hard, not. to be born: 

Hunger (they ſay) Parent of Arts, 2 
Will make a Fool a Man of Parts. 


# bd bd — » 


The ſharp-ſer Squire reſolves at wy 


Whatcer befel bim not to faſt; ; gu 1h 11 


He mus d a yhilc,. chaf d, ſtrain d his Wie, 
At laſt on this Expedient hits 
To tbe nert Brook with, fpber pce 

He tends, preparing to uncaſ e, 

Stuaddling, and mutr ring all the way, 
+ Curs d inwardly th'-unlucky Day. 

The Coaſt now clear, no Soul in view, 
Off in a trice his Trow ſers drew; 
More leiſurely his Draw'rs, for Care 
And Caution was convenient there: 
So faſt the plaiſter'd Birdlime ſtuck, - 
The Skin came off with ev'ry pluck. 


* 
% ©» 1 * 
12 


— 


rely 


Drely he gaul'd each brauny Hamm . 
Nor other Parts eſcap'd; which Shame ©; 
Forbids a baſhful Muſe to name. 
Not without pain the Work atchiev'd, . 
He ſcrub d, and waſh'd, the Parts aggriev d; 
Then with nice Hand, and Look ſedate, 

Folds up his Draw'rs, with their rich Fraight, 


And hides them in a Buſh, at leiſure = | 


Reſolv'd to fetch his hidden Treaſure :. 
The truſty Rover lay hard by, JS eee b. 2 [ 


Now r igg'd again, Once more a Beau, - ſerpt 284 
And Matters fix'd in ſtatu quo, 8580 $0:7235 mid 984 


Brisk as a Snake in merry May, -en 10 2 


That juſt has caſt his Slough wage 


| Gladſome he caper'd oer the Green, 


As he preſum'd, both ſweet and clean'; 

For oh! amongſt us Mortat Blot up? aur 

How few there are ſmell out themſelves "REF; H 
U 3 


1 


29 > : - Qcopſronat? P ONE, in 


| With a Mole's Ear; and Eagles Eye, bg 21 
Abd with a Blaod-hoynd's Noſe, we fy 

On others Faults implseabl rr 

But where's that Ear, that Eye, that Neſoa » 

Adgainſt its Maſter will dep:: 

Ruddy Miſs Pre, with Golden Hair, 

Stinks like a ole · cat, Qria Bear, bl 

Vet romps about me ev da... 

Sweeter, ſhe thinks, than new. made He. 

4 Lord Plauſible, at Tom's, and Nas. 

| Whoſe poiſonous Bresthin Whiſpers kits,” Nl | 

= Still buzzes in my Ear, nor knows 

What fatal Segrets ho beſtows,, 1/2 + v7 

Let him deſtroy each Na a ſcore,. 

Tis meer Chance - medly, and no more: 

In fine, Self. love bribes ev ry Senſt, 

And all at home is Excellence. 


The Squire arriv d in decent Plight, 
0 With Rev tene due ſalutes the Knight ; 
| ; 131 HW 7 Com- 


In comely Order now appear, 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 295 


Compliments paſt, the Dinner Bell * | 
Rung quick and loud, harmonious Knell 
To greedy Lobb. Ih Orphean Lyre 

Did ne er ſuch rapt'rous Joy inſpire 3 5 

Tho this the ſavage Throng obey, ' 
That Hunger tames more fierce than they. 
The Footmen loaded with good Chear, A 

Her Ladyſhip brought up the Rear : 

Simpering ſhe liſps, Your Servant, Sir 
The Ways ate bad, one can't well ſtir 
Abroad or 'twere indeed unkind | 

To leave good Mrs. Lobb behind 

She's well I hope—— Maſter, they ſay, 

Comes on apace——— How's Miſs, I pray? 
Lobh bow d, and cring'd, and mutt ring low, 
Made for his Chair, wou'd fain fall to. 

Theſe weighty Points adjuſted; ſoon 

My Lady brandiſhes her Spoon. 


v 4 Un- 
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Unhappy Lobb, pleas'd with his Treat, 
And minding nothing but his Meat, 
Too near the Fire, had choſe his Set: 5 
When oh! th Efluviums of his um 
Begin amain to ſcent the Room, ig. 
Ambroſial Sweets, and rich Perſu me. 

The flick'ring Footman ſtop d his Noſe, 

The Chaplain too, under the Roſe, 

Made auk ward Mouths. The Knight took Suff, 
Her Ladyſhip began to huff rtr 
ce Indeed Sir John. pray good my Dear 

| #* *'Tis wrong to make your Kennel here 

8 * Dogs in their place are good Lown—— . 

66 But in the Parlour-—fah ! — be gone. 

Now Rockwood leaves thi unfiniſh'd Bono, 
Baniſh'd for Failings not his own; 
No Grace ev'n Fidler cou d obtain, 

And Favourite Virgin fawn din vain. 
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The Servants to. the Stranger kind, 
Leave truſty Rover ſtill behind; 
But Lobb, who would not ſeem to be 
Defective in Civility, el; 
And for removing of all doubt, 
Knitting his Brows, bids him get out: 
By Signs expreſſes his Command, 
And to the Door points with his Hand. 
The Dog, or thro' miſtake, or ſpight, 
(Graye Authors have not ſet us right) 
Fled back the very way he came, 
And in the Buſh ſoon found his Game; 
Brought in his Mouth the ſav ry Load, 
And at his Maſter's Elbow ſtood. 
O Lobb, what Idioms can exprels, 
Thy ſtrange Confuſion and Diſtreſs, _ 
When on the Floor, the Draw'rs diſplay'd, 
The fulſome Secret had bewray'd ? 
No Traitor when his Hand and Scal 
I Produc'd, his dark Deſigns reveal; 
The | : Er 


[ 
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Eer look d with ſuch a hanging Face, 

As Lobb half· dead at this Diſgrace. 

Wild- taring, Thunder ſtruck, and Dumb, 
While Peals of Laughter ſhake the Roomz 

Each Saſh thrown up, to let in Air, 

The Knight fell backward in his Chair, 

Laugh'd till his Heart-ſtrings almoſt bteak, - 

The Chaplain giggled fora Weck; 

Her Ladyſhip began to cal, 


For Hartſhorn, and her Aligal; * Ig6%2)} 1 
The Servants chuckled at the Door, 
And all wasClamour and Uproar. | T 


Rover, who now began to quake, 
As conſcious of his fout Miſtake, 

Truſts to his Heels to fave his Life; 1 
The Squire ſneaks home, and beats his Wife. 


, Vol 
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The Inquifitive Bridigroom: 
1 WA bn?! N ; 


T wy 1 . 


Rank Plume, a Spark crews the Town, I! 
Now weary of Intriguing grown, 
Thought it advifcable to wed, 5 
And chuſe a Partner of his Bed, 
Virtuous and Chaſte Ay right but where ſs 
there a Nymph thar's Chaſte as Far? 
ABleſling to be priz d, but rare. | 
For Continence, penurious Heyn 
With a too ſparing Hand has given 
A Punt but ſeldom to be found, 
And thrives but ill on Britiſb Ground. 


ou Poem 


Should our Sd rer haſte on board, 
And ſce what forcign Soils aford / 75 


2 a} v 


Where watchful Dragons MS CRY 2 


And jealous Dons have Argus Eyes, 
Where the rich Casket cloſe immur d, XN 
Is under Lock and Key ſecur'd? 


No rank by long Experience Wiſe, 

Had known theſe Forts took by Surprizc. 
Nature in ſpite of Art prevail d, 

And all their Vigilance had fail dd. 

The Youth was puzzled, ſhould he go 

And ſcale a Convent? would that doꝛ?ꝰ)/· /- 
Is Nuns-Fleſh always good and ſweet? 
Fly-blown ſometimes, not fit to cat. , 
Wel — be refolyes10 do his beſt,. 
And prudently contriyes this Teſt Se > =. * 
If the laſt Favour I obtain, ie 't 
And the Nymph yield, the Caſe is plain: 0 
Marry d, ſhe'll play the ſame odd pranx 
With others—ſhe's no Wife for Frank. ...... 


; AE | But 


« 
9 4 
, . 
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But could I find a Female Heart a 

| Impregnable to Force or Art, 

That all my Batt" rys could withſtand, 
The Sap, and even Sword in hand; "vp 
Ye Gods! how happy ſhould be, 


From each perplexing Thought ſct free 
From Cuckoldom, and Jealouſy ! 1 

The Project Now's. He now appears, 
And ſhines in all his killing Airs, 

Andev'ry uſeful Toy prepares. 

New Opera Tunes, and Billetdour, 

The clouded Cane, and Red heel d Shoes; 
Nor the Clock Stocking was forgot, r 
Th embroider'd Coat, and Should cr-Knot : . 
All that a Woman Heart might move, 
Ihe potent Trumpery of Love. 2 
Here Importunity prevails, . | 

There Tears in Floods, or Sight in Giles. 


* 


But 


30 eie _ 


"Now in the lucky Mihuattoper * © 
Low at his aps: the Fair-orie dy, 8 


For Strephon would not be deny d. 
Then if no Motives could perſuade, © 


A Golden Show'r debauch'd the Maid, 


The Miſtreſs truckled, and obey'd. 
To Modeſty a ſham Pretence © | 


Gain' d ſome, others Impertinence 5 


3 
911 


But moſt, plain downright [mpudence. 
Like C2ſar now he conquer d a, n 
The Vaſlal Sex before him fall; 
Wherc'er he march'd, Slaughter enſu'd, 

He came, he ſaw, and he ſubdu d. OY 
At length a ubborn Nymph he found, "i 
For bold Camilla ſtood her ground'z 
Parry'd his Thruſts with equal Arr 


"© 6, 9 OP y 


And had him both in Tictce, and Qui? 3 


a *% x 1 gi 99 
15 & n * 4: 


ne kept the Hero ſtill in play, 
And ſtill maintain d the doubtful Day. 


* 
IL. 
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Here he reſolves to make a ſtand, 
Take, her, aud marty out hand. 
The Jolly Prieſt ſoon ty d the Nnot, 


The luſcious Tale was not forgot, 


Then empty d both lis is Pipe ind Pot. | 5 
The Poſſet drunk, the Stocking thrown, 
The Candles gut, the Curtains drawn, . ; 
And Sir and Madam all alone; 

My Dear (ſaid he) I ſtrove, you know, | 
To taſte the Foys you now beſtow, -* 5 
All my perſuaſive Arts I try'd; © - 

But ſtill relentleſs you deny'd ; - 

Tell me, inexorable Fair, 

How cou'd you thus attack d forbcar ? 
Swear to forgive what's paſt (ſhc cryd) 
The naked Truth ſhan't be deny d : 


, -— Ah. Go. 


ay 


He did; the Baggage thus reply'd ; | 
beceivd ſo many times before, 
By your falſe Sex, I raſhly ſwore, 


To truſt deceitful Man no more. 


. 
= . * 


Bacchus Triumphant: 
L 17 A 
N 


OR ſhame (ſaid Ebony) for ſhame, 


Tom Ruby, troth you're much to blame, 
To drink at this confounded rate, 


To guzzle thus early and late. 
Poor Tom, who juſt had took his Whet, 


And at the Door his Uncle mee, 


Surpriz'd and Thunder-ſtruck, would * 
lake his eſcape, but oh! in vain. J 
ech Bluſh that glow 'd with an ill * 


Lighted the Flambeaux 1 in his Face; te gl! 


No Loop hole left, no ſlight Pretence, 


T 6 palliate the foul Offence. *, 


Fol 
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I own (ſaid he) I'm very bad 

A Sot——incorrigibly mad — 

But Sir l thank you for your Love, 
And by your Lectures wou'd improve: 
Vet give me leave to ſay, the Street 

For Conference is not ſo meet. 


Here in this Room — nay, Sir, come in 


Expoſe, chaſtiſe me for my Sin; 

Exert each Trope, your utmoſt Art, 

To touch this ſenſeleſs, flinty Heart. 

Im conſcious of my Guilt, tis true, 
But yet I know my Frailty too, 


A light Rebuke will never do. 
come in, I pray 


Urge home my Faults 
Let not my Soul be caſt away. 

Wiſe Ebony, who deem d it good 

T' encourage by all means he cou d, 
Theſe firſt Appearances of Grace, 
follow'd up Stairs, and took his place. 


X The 
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The Bottle and the Cruſt appear'd, 

And wily Tom demurely ſnecr'd. 

My Duty, Sir — Thank you, kind Tom—— 

A gain, an't pleaſe you Thank you, come — 


I muſt once more—— 
N ay Tom, I told you at the Door 


I wou'd not drink What before Dinner 


Sorrow is dry 


Not one Glals more, as I'm a Sinner ——— 

Come, to the point in hand ; Is't fit 

A Man of your good Senſe, and Wit, 

Thoſe Parts which Heav'n beſtow'd, ſhou'd drown, 
A Butt to all the Sots in Town | 

Why tell me, Tom What Fort can ſtand 
(Tho' regular, and bravely mann'd) 


If night and day the fierce Foc plies 
With ncver-ceaſing Batteries 3 
Will there not be a Breach at laſt ? 


Uncle, tis true 


forgive what's paſt. 
But if nor Intereſt, nor Fame, ; 
Nor Health, can your dull Soul reclaim, 
Hast 
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Hast not a Conſcience, Man? no Thought 
Of an Hereaftet } dear are bought 
Theſe ſenſual Pleaſures. I relent, 

Kind Sir but give your Zeal a vent. 
Then pouting hung his Head ; yet till 
Took care his Uncle's Glaſs to fill, 

Which as his hurry'd Spirits ſunk, 
Unwittingly, Good Man, he drunk, 
Each Pint, alas! drew on the next, 

Old Ebony ſtuck to his Text, 

Grown warm, like any Angel ſpoke, 
Till intervening Hiccupi broke 

The well-ſtrung Argument. Poor Tom 
Was now too forward to reel home. 

That preaching ſtill, this ſtill repenting, 
Both equally to drink conſenting, 

Till both brim-full could ſwill no more, 
And fell dead drunk upon the Floor, 


X 2 Bacchus, 
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Bacchus, the Jolly God, who fate 

Wide-ſtraddling o'er his Tun in tate, 

1 Cloſe by the Window ſide, from whence 
He heard this weighty Conference ; 

Joy kindling in his ruddy Checks, 

Thus the indulgent Godhead ſpeaks : 
Frail Mortals know, Reaſon in vain 
Rebets, and wou'd diſturb my Reign. 


See there the Sophiſter o'crthrown, 


With ſtronger Arguments knock'd down 


Than cer in wrangling Schools were known! 
The Wine that ſparkles in this Glaſs, 
Smooths ev'ry Brow, gilds cv'ry Face: 

As Vapours when the Sun appears, 
Far hence Anxietics and Fears, 
Grave Ermin ſmiles, Lawn Slevees grow gay, 


Each haughty Monarch owns my Sway, 


/ And Cardinals and Popes obey : 


} 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 309 


Ev'n Cato drank his Glaſs, 'twas I 
Taught the brave Patriot how to die, 


For injur'd Rome and Liberty. 

'Twas I, who with immortal Lays 

Inſpir'd the Bard that ſung his Praiſe. 

Let dull unſociable Fools, 

Loll in their Cells, and live by Rules ; 

My Votaties, in gay Delight, 

And Mirth, ſhall revel all the night ; 
Aa welltheir Parts on Life's dull Stage, 
And make each Moment worth an Age. 
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The Night-Walker Reclaim d. 
A EDEN 
TT N 1 


N thoſe bleſt Days of Jubilee, - 


. When Pious Charles ſet England free 
From Canting, and Hypocrify : 
Moſt graciouſly, to all reſtoring 
4 Their antient Privilege, of Whoring ; 
There liv'd, but 'tis no matter where, 
The Son of an old Cavalier: 
f Of anticnt Lineage was the Squize, 
A Man of mettle, and of fixe ; 
Clcan-ſhap'd, well-limb'd, black-cy'd, and tall, 


Me de a good Figure at a Ball, 
And only wanted Wherewithal. 


ty 
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His Penſion was ill-paid, and ftrait, 
Full many a Loyal Hero's Fate: 

Often half ſtarv'd, and often out 

At Elbows, an hard Caſe, no doubt. 
Sometimes perhaps a lucky Main 
Prudently manag'd in Long- Lane, 
Repair d the thred-bare Beau again; 
And now and then ſome fecret Fayours, 
The kind Returns of pious Labours, 
Enrich'd the ſtrong, and vig'rous Lover, 
His Honour liv'd a while in Clover. 
For (to ſay truth) it is but juſt, 

Where all things are decay'd but Luſt, 
That Ladys of maturer Ages, | 
Give Citron Water, and good Wages. 


Thus far Tom Wild had made a ſhift, 
And got good Helps at a dead lift; 
But John, his humble meagre Slave, 
One Foot already in the Grave, 

. X 4 
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Hide. bound as one of Pharaoh's Kine, 


With good Duke Numps was forc'd to dine: 


Yet ſtill the thoughtful ſerious Elf, 
Wou'd not be wanting to himſelf; 
Bore up againſt both Tide and Wind, 
Turn'd ev'ry Project in his Mind, 
And each Expedient weigh'd, to find 
A Remedy in this Diſtreſs. 

Some God, (nay Sir, ſuppoſe no leſs, 
For in this hard and knotty Caſe, 
T' employ a God is no Diſgracec ; 
Tho' Mercury be ſent from Jove, 
Or Iris wing it from above) 
Some God, I fay, inſpird the Knave, | 
His Maſter and himſelf to ſave. 


As both went ſupperleſs to Bed 
One Night (firſt ſcratching of his Head) 
« Alas! (quoth John) Sir, tis hard Fare 
2 To ſuck one's Thumbs, and live on Air; 


To 
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« To reel from Pillar unto Poſt, 

“An empty Shade, a walking Ghoſt ; 
“To hear one's Guts make piteous Moan, 
« Thoſe worſt of Duns, and yet not one, 
One mouldy Scrap 70 ſatisfy 

« Their craving Importunity. 

we ay — Good your Honour pleaſe to hear, 
(And then the Varlet drop'd a Tear) 

« A Project form'd in this dull Brain, 

« Shall ſet us all a-drift again; 

« A Project, Sir, nay, let me tell ye, 

« Shall fill your Pockets, and my Belly. 

« Know then, Old Gripe is dead of late, 
« Who purchas'd at an eaſy Rate, 


« Your Mannor-Houſe, and fine Eſtate. 

« Nay, ſtare not, Sir by tis true 
« The Devil for once has got his due: 

« The Raſcal has left evry Penny, 

< To his old Maiden Siſter Jenny; 
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« Go, claſp the Doudy in your Arms, 


cc Nor want you Bread, tho ſne Want Charms 3 


« Cajole the dirty Drab, and then 

« The Man ſhall have his Mare again; 

ce Clod-Hall is yours, yout Houſe, your Rents, 
And all your Lands, and Tenements. 

« Faith, John, (ſaid he) (then lick d his Chops) 
e This Project gives indeed ſome Hopes: 
« But curſed hard the Terms, to marry, 

To ſtick to one, and never vary; 

« And that One old, and ugly too, 

e Frail Mortals tell me what to do? 

< For that (ſaid John) rruſt me, my Treat 

< Shan't be one ill-dreſs d Diſh of Meat; 
“Let but your Honour be my Gueſt, 
« Variety ſhall crown the Feaſt. 
« Tis done, (reply'd Tom Mid) tis done, 
The Flag hangs out, the Fort is won; 
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« Ne er doubt my vigorous Attacks, 
« Come to my Arms, my * corax; 
« Bold in thy Right we mount our Throne, 


« And all the Iſland is our own. 


Well forth they rode both Squire and John; 
Here might a florid Bard make known, 


His Horſe's Virtues, and his own; 


A thouſand Prodigies advance, 
Retailing every Circumſtance. 
But 1, who am not over-nice, 
And always love to be conciſe, 


= let the courteous Reader gueſs 
The#Squire's Accoutrements, and Dreſs. 


Suppoſe we then, the gentle Youth 
Laid at her Feet, all Love, all Truth; 


* Whoever has read Dryden's Tempeſt, alter d ER Shake- 
ſpear, will need no Comment here. 
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Haranguing it, in Verſe and Proſe, 
- A Mount her Forchead white with Snows, 


Her Checks the Lilly, and the Roſe ; 
Her Iv'ry Tecth, her Coral Lips 


Her well-turn'd Ears, whoſe Ruby Tips 
Afford a thouſand Compliments, | 
Which he, fond Youth, profuſely vents : 
The pretty Dimple in her Chin, 

The Den of Love, who lurks within. 
But oh! the Luſtre of her Eyes, 


Nor Stars, nor Moon, nor Sun ſuffice, 


He vows, proteſts, raves, ſinks, and dies. 
Much of her Breafts he ſpoke, and Hair, 


In Terms moſt elegant, and rare; g 
Call'd her the Goddeſs he ador d, 8 
And in Heroick Fuſtian ſoar d. \ 
For tho' the Youth cou'd well explain _— 
T 


His Mind, in a more humble Strain; 


1 J. 


7 
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Yet Ovid, and the Wits agree, 
That a true Lover's Specch ſhou'd be 


In Rapture, and in Simile. 

Imagine now, all Points put right, 

The Fiddles, and the Wedding-Night ; 
Each noiſy Steeple rock' d with Glee, 
And ev'ry Bard ſung merrily : 

Gay Pleaſure wanton'd unconfin'd, 

The Men all drunk, the Women kind ; 
Clod- Hall did ne er ſo fine appear, 
Floating in Poſſet, and Strong Beer. 

Come, Muſe, thou ſlattern Houſe-wife tell, 
Where's our Friend Fohn ? I hope he's well; 
Well! Ay, as any Man can be, 

With Suſan in the Gallery. 

Ku. was a Laſs buxom, and tight, 
The Champber-Maid, and Favourite ; 
Juicy and young, juſt fit for Man, 


ret Thus the ſweet Dialogue began. 


« Lard 
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'« Lard Sir (quoth $#) how brisk, how gay, 
Ho ſpruce our Maſter look'd to-day ? 
Im ſure no King was cer ſo fine, 
« No Sun more gloriouſly can ſhine. 
« Alas (my Dear) all is not Gold 
« That gliſters, as I've read of old, 
« And all the Wiſe and Learned ſay, 
The beſt is not without allay. 
Well, Maſter John, name if you'can 
« A more accompliſh'd Gentleman. 
ec. Beſide (elſe may I never thrive) 
e The beſt good-natur'd Squire alive, 
Fohn\hrugg'd and ſhook his Head. Nay ſure 
Lou by your looking ſo demure. ' 


ec Have learnt ſome ſecret Fault; if ſo, 

« Tell me Good John, nay prithee do, 
« Tell me I ſay, I long to now. 

« Safe as thy Gold in thy ſtrong Box, , 
" This Breaft the dark Depoſit locks, 
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« Thele Lips no Secrets ſhall reveal. 
« Well — let me firſt affix my Seal: 
Then kiſs d the ſoft obliging Fair. 


« But hold now I muſt hear you ſwear, 
« By all your Virgin Charms below, 
” No Mortal cer this Tale ſhall know. 
She ſwore, then thus the cunning Knave, 
With Look moſt politick, and grave 


Proceeds. © Why— faith and troth, dear Sw. 
“This Jewel has a Flaw, tis true; 


« My Maſter's gen'rous, and all that, 

Not faulty, but unfortunate. 

* Why will you keep one in ſuſpence ? 

Why teaze one thus? Have Patience. 

\ fl © The Youth has Failings, theres no doubt. 
* And who (my Sufy) is without? A 

* But ſhou'd you tell——nay that 1 dread — 

* By Heav'n, and by my Maidenhead— 

* Now ſpeak, ſpeak quick. He who denies, 

- Thoſe pouting Lips, thoſe roguiſh Eyes, 


<« Muſt 
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« Muſt ſure be more than Man— then know, 
“ (My Deareſt) ſince you'll have it ſo; 

« My Maſter Wild not only talks 

« Much in his Sleep, but alſo walks; 

« Walks many a Winter Night alone, 

c This way and that, up Stairs and down: 

« Now if diſturb'd, if by Surprize 

« He's rouz'd, and Slumbers quit his Eyes; 


Lord, how I tremble! how 1 dread 


« To ſpeak it, thrice beneath the Bed, 
« Alas! to ſave my Life I fled: 

« And twice bchind the Door I crept, 

« And once out of the Window leapt. 
« No raging Bedlam juſt got looſe, 

« Is half ſo mad, about the Houle 
<«- Frantick he runs; each Eye-Rall glares, 
« He raves, he foams, he wildly ſtares ; 
The Family before him flies, 

C Whoc er is overtaken dies. 


* Opiatcs 


— a" 
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« Opiates, and breathing of a Vein, 
« Scarce ſettle his diſtemper'd Brain,, 


« And bring him to himſelf again. 


« But if not croſsd, if let alone 
« To take his Frolick, and be gone; 


«© Soon he returns from whence he came, 


» 


« No Lamb more innocent, and tame. 


Thus having gain d her Point, to bed 
In haſte the flickr ring Gipſy fled ; 
The pungent Secret in her Breaſt 
Gave ſuch ſharp Pangs, ſhe cou'd not ret : 
Prime'd, charg'd, and cock d, her next Deſire 
Was to preſent, and to give fire. 
Sleepleſs the tortur'd Sufan lay, : (07g bac 


Toſſing, and rumbling every Way, 


Impatient for the Dawn of Day. | 
So labours in "the ſacred Shade, 
Full of the God, the Delphick Maid : 


ates | . 5 | 
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So Wind in Hypocondries pent, 
Struggles and heaves to find a Vent; 


5 


In Lab'rinths intricate it roars, 


Now downward ſinks, then upward ſoars; 3 
Tir uncdly Paticnt groans in Vain, ds 
No Cordials can relieve his Pain ; 5 i 6% 
Till at the Poſtern Gate, enlarg d, 3 
The burſting Thunder is: diſcharg'd. 

At haſt the happy Hour was come, 
When call'd into het Lady 8 Room; a 
Scarce three Pins ſtuck. into her Gown, 
But out it bolts, and all is SOD. 
Nor idle long the Secret lies, | 


From Mouth to Mouth 8 d it lies, . 


And grows amain in Strength and Size: 5 
a For Fame at firſt of Pigmy Birth, 


Walks cautiogfly on Mother Banks 
"But ſoon (as, antient Bards have ſaid) 
In Clouds the Gyant hides her Head.. 


7 
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To Council now the Goſſips went, 
Madam herſelf was Preſident ; 
Th' Affair is banded pro and con, 
Much Breath is ſpent, few Conqueſts won. 
At length Dame Hobb, to end the Strife, 
And Madam Blouſe the Parſon's Wife, 
In this with one Conſent agree, 
That ſince th Effect vas Lunacy 
If wake'd, it were by much the beſt, x 
Not to diſturb him in the caſt : 
Ev'n let him ramble if he pleaſe, 
Troth, tis a comical Diſeaſe; 
The worſt is to himſelf, when cold 
And ſhiy'ring he returns, then fold 
The Vagrant in your Arms; he'll reſt . 
With Pleaſure on your glowing Breaſt. 
Madam approv'd of this Advice, E) 
lud her Orders in a trice; 3 . 
That none henceforth preſume „N 
Or thwart th' unhappy Wanderer. 

| | . John, 


To 


324 Occaſional Poems, 


John, when his Maſter's Knock he heard, 
Soon in the Dreſſing-Room appear'd, 
Archly he look d, and ſlily leer d. 

What Game! (ays Wild) Oh! never more, 
Pheaſants, and Partridge in great ſtore; 


I wiſh your Ammunition laft : | | 
And then revcal'd how all had paſs d. 


4 
Next thought it proper to explain 
His Plot, and how he laid his Train: / 

The Coaſt is clear, Sir, go in Peace, 99 * 


No Dragon guards the Golden Fleece. B 
: Here, Muſe, let fable Night advance, 1 
Deſcribe her State with Elegance ; Sn 
Around her dark Pavilion ſpread | Tt 


The Clouds, with Poppies crown her Head : 
Note well her Qw1s, and Batts obſcene, 
Call her an in Queen; 

Or if you think twill mend my Tale, 

Call her a Widow with her Veil: 


— 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 325 


Of Specters, and Hobgoblins tell, 
) Or ſay 'twas Midnight, tis as well. 
> Well then——'twas Midnight, as was ſaid, 
) When Mild ſtarts upright in his Bed, 
Leaps out, and without more ado, 
Takes in his Room a turn or two ; 
Opening the Door, ſoon out he ſtalks, 
And to the next Apartment walks 
Where on her Back there lay poor Su. t 
Alas! Friend John, ſhe dreamt of you. 
Wake d with the Noiſe, her Maſter Known, 
By Moon-Light, and his Brocade Gown, 
Frigkted ſhe dares not ſcream, in Bed 
She ſinks, and down ſhe pops her Head; 
The Curtains gently drawn, he ſprings 
Between the Sheets, then cloſely clings. 
Now Muſe, relate what there he did; 
Hold, Impudence—it muſt be hid 
He did——as any Man wou'd do 
In ſuch a Caſce—— Did he not, Su ? 
„ 1 | Then 


* 


{ 
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Then up into the Garret flies, 


Where Joan, and Dol, and Betty lies; 


A Ecah of Laſſes all together, | 
And in the Dog-Days——in hot Weather 3 
Why Faith twas hard——he did his beſt, 


ne left to Providence the reſt. 


Content the paſſive Creatures lie, 


For who in Duty cou'd deny ? 


Was Non-Reſiſtance ever thought 


By modern Caſuiſts a Fault ? 


Were not her Orders ſtrict and plain? 


All ſtrugg'ling, dangerous and vain? 


Well, down our Younker trips again ; 


Much wiſhing, as he reed along, 
For ſome rich Cordial warm and ſtrong, 


In Bed he quickly tumbled then, 


Nor wake'd next Morn till after Ten. 


Thus Night by Night, he led his Life, 


- Blefling all Females but his Wife; 
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Much Work upon his hands there lay 

More Bills were drawn than he cou'd pay 

No Lawyer drudg'd ſo hard as he, 

In Eaſter Term, or Hillary ; 

But Lawyers labour for their Fee : 

Here no Self-Intereſt or Gain, | 

The Pleaſure ballances the Pain. 

So the Great Sultan walks among 

His Troop of Laſſes Fair, and Young : 

So the Town-Bull in Opentide, 

His lowing Lovers by his ſide, 

Reels at large in Natures Right, | 

Curb'd by no Law, bur Appetite ; 


Ffrisking his Tail, he roves at pleaſure, 
And knows no a and keeps no Meaſure. 


But now the ninth revolving Moon, g 
(Alas! it came an Age too ſoon; 
Curſe on each haſty fleeting Night) 
Some odd Diſcoveries brought to light. 
1 4 Strange . : 
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Strange Timpagies the Women ſeize, 

An Epidemical Diſeaſe; 

Madam herſelf with theſe might paſs 

For a clean ſhape d, and taper Laſs. _ 
'Twas vain to hide th apparent Load, | 

For Hoops were not then A-la-mode 4 

Su. being queſtion'd, and hard preſsd. | 
Blubb'ring the naked Truth confels'd : 

Were not your Orders moſt ſevere, 

That none ſhou'd ſtop his Night-Carcer? 
And who durſt wake him! Troth not I, | 

I was not then prepar'd to die. 72 * 
Well Su. (ſaid ſhe) thou ſhalt have, Grace, | 
But then this Night, I take thy Place, 

Thou mine, my Night-Clothes on thy Head, 
Soon ſhall he leave thee ſafe in Bed: 

Lie ſtill, and ſtir not on thy Life, 2 

But do the Pennance of a Wife; 28 
Much Pleaſure haſt thou had, at laſt 
Tis proper for thy Sins ro __..-:. 


Ibis 


_— 
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This Point agreed, to Bed ſhe went, 
And Sw. crept in, but ill. content: 
Soon as th accuſtomd Hour was come, 1 
The Younker ſally'd from his Room, 
To S's Apartment whipt away, 

And like a Lion ſeiz d his Prey; 
She claſp'd him in her longing Arms, 
Sharp-ſet, ſhe feaſted on his Charms. 
He did whate er he cou'd, but more 
Was yet to do, encore, encore 
Fain wou'd he now clope, ſhe claſpt 
Him ſtill, no Burr c'cr ſtuck ſo faſt. 
At length the Morn with envious Light 
Diſcover'd all, in what ſad Plight 
Poor Man he lay! abaſh'd, for ſhame 
He cou'd not ſpeak, not cy'n one lame 
Excuſe was left. She with a Grace 


That gave new Beauties to her Face; 


And 


qe * 
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And with a kind obliging Air, ; 
(Always ſucceſsful in the Fair) i! 


Thus ſoon reliev'd him from Deſpair. 

Ah! gefirous Youth, pardon a Fault, 
No fooliſh Jealouſy has taught; 

Tis your own Crime, open as Day, 
To your Conviction paves the Way. 

Oh ! might this Stratagem regain MY 3 

Your Love! let me not plead i in vain; 

Somethin g to Gratitude is due, 


Have I not given All to you! 

Tom ſtar d, look d pale, then in great haſte 
E Slipp'd on his Gown yet thus at laſk 
Spoke faintly, as amaz d he ſtood, 


Twill (my Dear) be very Good. 


_ The 


\ 
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The Happy Diſappointment: 
A. 


T 


N Days of yore, when Belles, and Beaux, 


Left Maſquerades, and Puppet- ſhows, 
Deſerted Ombre, and Baſſet, 

At Jonathan's to ſqueeze and ſweat ; 

When { prightly Rakes forſook Champaign, 
The Play-Houſe, and the merry Main, TN 
Good Mother Myburn, and the Stews, 

To ſmoke with Brokers, ſtink with Fews : 
In fine, when all the-World run mad, 

(A Story not leſs true than ſad) 

Ned Smart, a virtuous Youth, well known 
Toall this Chaſte and Sober Town, 


Got 


Got oo Ty Penny he could rally, 


Tot try his Fortune in Change- Alley: 
In hafte to loll in Coach and Six, © 


Bought Bulls, and Bears, plaid — Tricks, 


Amongſt | his Brother Lunaticks. 
Tranſported at his firſt Succeſs, 


A thouſand Whims his Fancy bleſs, 


With Scenes of future Happineſs. 

| How frail are all our Joys below? 

Meer dazling Meteors, Flaſh, and Show! 
On Fortune! falſe deceitful Whore ! 

Caught in thy Trap with thouſands more, 

He found his Rhino ſunk and gone, 

Himſelf a Bankrupt, and undone. 

Ned cou'd not well digeſt this Change, 

Forc'd in the World at large to range 5 

| With Babels Monarch turn d to graſs, 

Would it not break an Heart of Braſs 5 

"Tis vain to ſob and hang the Lip, | 

One Penny left he buys a Slip, 


w 
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At once his Life, and Cares to loſe, 
Under his Ear he fits the Nooſe. 
An Hook in an old Wall he ſpies, 
To that the fatal Rope he ties : 


Like Curtius now, at one bold Leap, 
He plung'd into the gapeing Deep; 
Nor did he doubt in Hell to find, 
Dealings more juſt, and Friends more kind. 
As he began to twiſt, and ſpraul, 
The looſen d Stones break from the Wall; 
Down drops the Rake upon the Spot, 
And after him an earthen Pot: 
Reeling he roſe, and gaz d around, 
And ſaw the Crock lie on the ground ; 
Surpriz'd, amaz'd, at this odd ſight, 
- Trembling, he broke it in a fright ; 
When lo ! at once came pouring forth, 
Ingots, and Pearls, and Gems of Worth. 
O' erjoy'd with Fortune's kind Bequeſt, 
He took the Birds, but left the Neſt ; 
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And then to ſpy what might enſue, 
Into a neighbouring Wood withdrew ; 


Nor waited long. For ſoon he ſees, 
A tall black Man Skulk thro' the Trees; 
He knew him by his ſhufflingPace, 
-  Histhread-bare Coat, and hatchet Face: 
And who the Devil ſhould it be, 
But ſanctify d Sir Timothy 11 
His Uncle, by his Mother's ſide, 
His Guardian, and his fairhful Guide. 
This drivling Knight, with Pockets full, 
And proud as any Great Mogul, 
| For his wiſc Conduct had been made 
Director of the Jobbing Trade: 
And had moſt piouſly drawn in 
Poor Ned, and all his neareſt Kin. 
The greedy Fools laid out their Gold, 
And bought the very Stock he ſold ; _ - 
Thus the kind Knave convey d their Pelf, 
By Hocus Pocus, to himſelf; 


4 


And 


nd 


And to ſecure the Spoils he got, 
Form'd this Contrivance of the Pot. 
Here ev'ry Night, and ev'ry Morn, 
Devout as any Monk new ſhorn, 

The proſtrate Hypoctite implores 

Juſt Heav'n to bleſs his hidden Stores; 
But when he ſaw dear Mammon flown, 
The plunder'd Hive, the Honey gone, | 
No jilted Bally, no bilk'd Hack, 

No Thief, when Beadles flay his Back, 
No loſeing Rook, no carted Whore, oy 
No Sailor when the Billows roar, | 
With ſuch a grace e er curs d and ſwore. 
Then as he pore'd upon the Ground, 
And turn d his haggard Eyes around, 
The Halter at his Feet he ſpy d, 


And is this all that's left? (he cry'd) 


Am I thus paid for all my Cares, 
My Lectures, Repetitions, Prayers e 


1 
| 
| 
| 
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Tis well — there's ſomething fav'd at leaſt, oY 


Welcome thou fairhful, friendly Gueſt; ; 


If I muſt hang, now all is loſt, 
Tis cheaper at anorher's coſt ; 


To do it at my own Expence, 


| Wou'd be dowatight Extravaganice Infos 
Thus comforted, Without a Tear, ms 
He fix'd the Nooſe beneath his Ear, 


To the next Bough the Rope he ty'd, 
Then P—{f9, B—t himſelf, and dy d. 


Ned, who behind a ſpreading Tree, 
© Beheld this Tragi-comedy, 4 
With hearty Curſes rung his Kflell, 


And bid him thus his laſt Farewell. 
Was it not, Uncle, very kind, . 
In me, to leave the Rope behind? 
A Legacy ſo well beſtow d, 


For all the Gratitude I ow'd. + | 
*  Adiev, Sir Tim. by Heav'ns Decree, 


Soon may thy Brethren follow thee, 


„ % 


— eo 
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In the ſame glorious manner ſwing, _ 
Without one Friend to cut the String; 

That hence Rapacious Knaves may know, 
Juſtice is always Sure, tho' Slow. 


A Padlock for the Mouth: 
„„ 


Ack Dimple was a merry Blade, 


2 Young, Am'rous, Witty, and Well-made; 
Diſcreet Hold Sir—nay,. as I live, 
(My Friend) you re too Inquiſitive : 


Diſcretion, all Men muſt agree, 

ls a moſt ſhining Quality, 
Which like Leaf-gold makes a great ſhow, 
And thinly ſpread ſets off a Beau. 


la Aar 2 ' But. 


But Sir, to put you out of pain, 
Our Younker had not half a grain, 
A leakyBlab, raſh, faithleſs, vain. 
The Victories his Eyes had won, 
As ſoon as cer obtain d, were known; 
For Trophies rear d, the Deed proclaim, 
Spoils hung on high cxpoſe the Dame, 
And Love is ſacrific d to Fame. 
Such Inſolence the Sex alarms, 
The Female World is up in Arms; 
| Th outrageous Bacchanals combine, 
And brandiſh'd Tongues in Concert join. 
Unhappy Youth ! where wilt thou go 
T eſcape ſo terrible a Foe ? 
Seek Shelter on the Lybian Shore, 
Where Tygers, and where Lions roar ? 
Sleep on the Borders of the Nile, 
And truſt the wily Crocodile! 


Tis vain to ſhun a Woman's Hate, 


Heavy the Blow, and ſure as Fate. 


Tranſlations, Fables, Tales, &c. 339 


Phillis appear'd among the Croud, 

But not ſo talkative, and loud, : 

With Silence and with Care ſuppreſt 

The glowing Vengeance in her Breaſt, 

Reſolv'd by Stratagem, and Art, 

To make the ſaucy Villain ſmart. 

The cunning Baggage had prepar'd 

Pomatum, of the fineſt Lard, 

With ſtrong Aſtringents mix'd the Meſs, - 

Alom, and Vitriol, Q. . 

Arſnick, and Bole. But Iwant Time 

To turn all Quincy into Rhime, 

'Twou'd make my Diction too ſublime. 

Her Grandame this Receipt had taught, 

Which Bendo from Grand Cairo brought, 
An able Stiptick (as tis ſaid) | 
To ſodder a crack'd a d. \ 
This Ointment being duly made, 
The Jilt upon her Toylet laid: 
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The ſaunt'ring Cully ſoon appears, 

As uſual, Vows, Proteſts, and Swears ; | 
Carcleſs an Op'ra Tune he hums, 
Plunders her Patch-Box, breaks her Combs. 
As up and down the Monkey plaid, 

His Hand upon the Box he laid, 

The fatal Box. Pleas'd with her Wiles, 
The Treacherous Pandora ſmiles. 
What's this, cries Jack? That Box (ſaid ſhe} 
Pomatum, what elſe ſhould it* be? 

But here 'tis fit my Reader knows 


'T was March, when bluſt ring Boreas blows, 


Stern Enemy to Belles, and Beaux. 5 


His Lips were ſore; rough, pointed, _ 
The Coral briſtled like a Thorn. | 


Pleaſed with a Cure ſo 4 propos, 

Nor jealous of ſo fair a Foe, 

The healing Ointment thick he ſpread, 
And ev ry gapeing Cranny fed. 


JV rw 


Jis 


He ſtrove to ſpeak, but ob!!! was mute. 
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His Chops begin to glow, and ſhoot, 


Mute as a Fiſh, all he could ſtrain, | 
Were ſome hoarſe Gutt'rals forc'd with pain. 
He ſtamps, he raves, he ſobs, he ſighs, 

The Tears ran trickling, from his Eyes; | 

He thought, but could not ſpeak a Curſe, 

His Lips were drawn into a Purſe, # 
Juſt like —— like what ?- 


(Faith 'twas an entertaining Farce) T bal 


-why like minc — | 

Madam no longer could contain, 1 

Triumphant Joy burſts out amain; | jt 

She laughs, ſhe ſcreams, the Houſe is rais d, 

Thro' all the Street th Affair is blaz d: 1 

In ſhoals now all the N cighbours come, Z 

Laugh out, and preſs into the Room, 62 

Sir Harry Taudry, and his Bride, 

Miſs Tulip deck d in all her pride 858 

Wiſe Madam Frorh, and Widow Babble, 

Coquets, and Prudes, a mighty Rabble, p 
2 3 
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% 
So great a Concourſe ne er was known 
At Smithfield, when a Monſter's ſhown ; 


When Bears dance Jiggs with comely Mien, 
| When witty Punch adorns the Scene, 


Or frolick Pug plays Harlequin. 
In vain he ftrives to hide his Head, 


In vain he creeps behind the Bed, 
Ferretted thence, expos d to view, 


The Croud their clam' rous Shouts renew: 


A thouſand Taunts, a thouſand Jeers, 
Stark dumb, the paſſive Creature hears, 


No perjur'd Villain nail'd on high, 

And pelted in the Pillory, 

His Face beſmear'd, his Eyes, his Chops, 
With rotten Eggs, and Turnip- tops, 

Was e er ſo maul d. ' Phillis, at laſt, 

To pay him for Offences paſt, 

With ſnecring Malice in her Face 

Thus ſpoke, and gave the Coup de Grace : 


1 
F « & 4 - 


. — * \ —_ * hs 
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Lard! 


— So . 
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Lard ! how demure, and how preciſe 
He looks! Silence becomes the Wiſe. ._ 
Vile Tongue ! its Maſter to betray, 


But now the Pris'ner muſt obey, 
Tye lock d the Door, and keep the Key. 
Learn hence, what angry Woman can, 
When wrong d by that falſe Traytor Man; 
- Who boaſts our Favours, ſoon, or late, 
The treach'rous Blab, ſhall feel our Hate. 


The Wiſe Builder. 
A 
*.. .*. & $% 
I SE OJocrates had built a Farm, 
Little, convenient, ſnug, and warm, 
Secur'd from Rain and Wind: 
d! Z 4 | A 
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A Gallant whiſper d in his Ear, 
Shall the Great Socrates live here ? 
Io this mean Cell confin'd > - 


| The Furniture's my chiefeſt Care; F 
' Reply'd the Sage, here's room to ſpare, 
Sweet Sir, for 1 and you; 
When this with faithful Friends is fill'd, 
An ampler Palace I ſhall build ; 
Till then, this Cott mult do. = 


| PEPE Pr. —— 


The True Uſe of the Looking: 
—_—_— | 


A 
Tf 41 n | 
OM Careful had a Son and Heir, 


Fat his Shape, genteel his Air, 
Adonis was not half fo RS” 


hy, 
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But then, alas! his Daughter Fane 
Was but ſo, ſo, a little plain. 
In Mam's Apartment, as one day UL?" SA 8 
The little Romp, and Hoyden play, i 
Their Faces in the Glaſs they view'd, 
Which then upon her Toylet ſtopd ; 
Where, as Narciſſus vain, the Boy 
Beheld each riſing Charm with Joy; 
With partial Eyes ſurvey d himſelf, 
But for his Siſter, poor brown Elf, 
On her, the ſelf-enamour'd Chit 
Was very laviſh of his Wit. 
* bore; alas! whate er ſhe cou d, 
But twas too much for-Fleſh and Blood; 
What Female ever had the Grace 
To pardon Scandal on her Face? 
Diſconſolate away ſhe flies, 
And at her Daddy's Feet ſhe ys 
Sighs, Sobs, and Groans, calls to her Aid, 


Ang Tears, that readily obey d, | 
pu + F 
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Then aggravates the vile Offence, 
Exerting all her Eloquence: 

The Cauſe th indulgent Father heard, 
And Culprit ſummon d ſoon dbpear'd F 
Some Tokens of Remorſe he ſhow'd, 
And promis'd largely to be good. 
As both, the tender Father preſs'd 
With equal Ardour to his Breaſt, | 
And ſmiling kiſs d, Let there be Peace, 
Said he, let Broils, and Diſcord ceaſe: 

Each Day (my Children) thus employ 
The faithful Mirror; you, my Boy, 
Remerber that no Vice diſgrace, -. 
The Gift of Heav'n, that beauteous Face: 
And you, my Girl, take ſpecial care, 
Your want of Beauty to repair, 


FN 


By. Virtue, which alone is Fair. 
of my 
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Mahomet Ali Beg: or, 
The Faithful Miniſter of State. 


Long Deſcent, and noble Blood, 
Is but a vain fantaſtick Good, 

Unleſs with inbred Virtues join'd, 

An honeſt, brave, and gen rous Mind. 

All that our Anceſtors have done, 
Nations reliev d, and Battels won 3 

The Trophies of each Bloody Field, 


Can only then true Honour yield: 


When, like Argyle, we ſcorn to owe, 
And pay, that Luſtre they beſtow; 
But, if a mean degen rate Race, | 
Slothful we faint, and ſlack our Pace, 
Lag in the glorious Courſe of Fame, 
Their great Atchicvements we diſclaim, 


* 
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Some bold Plebeian ſoon ſhall riſe, 


Stretch to the Goal, and win the Prize. 


For, ſince the forming Hand of old, 
Caſt all Mankind in the ſame Mold; 
Since no diſtinguiſh'd Clan, is bleſt 
With finer Poreclin than the reſt; 

And ſince ia all the ruling Mind 

Is of the ſame celeſtial kind; 

Tis Education ſhows the way 

Each latent Beauty to diſplay 3 

Each 'happy Genius brings to light, 
Conceal'd before in Shades of Night : 
So Diamonds from the gloomy Mine, 
Taught by the Workman's Hand to ſhine, 
On Clee's Iv ry Boſom blaze, 8 


Or grace the Crown with brilliant Rays. 


Merit obſcure ſhall raiſe its Head, 

Tho dark obſtructing Clouds O er- ſpread: 

Heroes, as yet unſung, ſhall fight | 
For — opprels' d, and injur d Right 1 


\ 


INN 


nd 


A mighty Prince, Valiant, and Wile, 


And able Stateſmen prop the Throne, 
To * Battel-Abbey-Roll unknown. 


Sha Abbas, with ſupreme Command 
In Perſia reign d, and bleſs d the Land; 


Expert, with ſharp, diſcerdiigg Eyes, 


To find true Virtue in Diſguiſe. 
Hunting (it ſeems) was his Delight, 

His Joy by Day, his Dream by Night : 
The Sport of all the Brave, and Bold, - 
From Nimrod, who in Days of old, 
Made Men as well as Beaſts his Prey, 


To mightier GEORGE; whoſe milder Sway, 


Glad happy Crouds with pride obey. 
In queſt of his fierce Savage Foes, 
Before the Sun the Monarch roſe, 


A Record kept in Battel-Abbey, built on the Spot where 
Harold was defeated, and which contain'd the Names of the 
chief Men that came over with the Conqueror, 


The 
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The griezly Lion to engage, 4 
By baying Dogs provok'd to Rage; 
In the cloſe Thicket to explore, 
And puſh from thence the briſtled Boar : 

0” to purſue the flying Deer, 
[While deep-mouth'd Hounds the Valleys chear ; 
And Eccho from repeating Hills | 
His Heart with Joy redoubled fills. 


Under a Rock's projecting Shade, 

A Shepherd Boy his Scat had made, 

Happy, as Cræ ſus on his Throne, 
The Riches of the World his owẽ n. 

Content on Mortals here below, 

Is all that Heaven can beſtow. 

His Crook, and Scrip, were by him laid, 

Upon his Oaten Pipe he play d; 


| His Flocks ſecurely couch'd around, 
| And ſeem d to liſten to the Sound. 


ms ond a. 


| Re- 


Re- 
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Returning from the Chace one day, 

The King by chance had loſt his Way; 
Nor Guards, nor Nobles, now attend, 
But one young Lord his Boſom Friend. 
Now tired with Labour, ſpent with Heat, 
They ſought this pleaſant cool Retreat; 


LL 


The Boy leap'd active from his Scat, 

And with a kind obliging Grace, 

Offer d the King unknown his Place. 

The Perſian Monarch, who ſo late, | 

Lord of the World, rul'd all in State; 

On Cloth of Gold, and Tiſſue trod, 

Whole Nations trembling at his Nod ; 

With Diamonds, and Rubies crown'd, 

And girt with fawning Slaves around; ; 
Behold him now: His Canopy 

Th' impending Rock, each Shrub, each Tree, 
That grew upon its ſnaggy Brow, 

To their great Prince obſervant bow; 
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Yield, as in Duty bound, their Aid, 
And bleſs him with a friendly Shade. 
On the bare Flint, he ſits alone, 

And oh! wou d Kings this Truth but own, 
The ſafer, and the nobler Throne: 
But where do I digreſs? tis time 

To check this Arrogance of Rhime. 
As the judicious Monarch view d 


The Stripling's Air, not bold, nor rude, 
With native Modeſty ſubdu dizi 
The Bluſh that glow d in all its pride, —— 
Then trembled on his Cheeks, and — 


He grew inquiſitive to trace ene. 10 7 
What Soul dwelt in that lovely Caſe : 1 
To ev'ry Queſtion ſerious, gay,, lr 
The Youth reply'd without del J. 
His Anſwers for the moſt part right, FT 
And taking, if not appoſite: '- © E. 
'Unſtudy'd, unaffected Senſem IN 


Mix d with his native Diffidence. 
6 2 The 


92 


The 
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The King was charm'd with ſuch a Prize, | 
And ſtood with wonder in his Eyes; | 
Commits his Treaſure to the care 
Of the young Lord ; bids him not ſpare 
For Coſt, or Pains, © enrich his Breaſt 
With all the Learning of the Eaſt. 
He bow'd, obey'd, well-cloath'd, well-fed, 
And with his Patron's Children bred ; 
Still every day the Youth improy'd, 
By all admir'd, by all below d. 


Now the firſt curling Down began 
To give the Promiſe of a Man; 
To Court he's call'd, employ'd, and train'd, 
In lower Poſts, yet {till he gain d 
By Candour, Courteſy, and Skill, 
The Subjects Love, the King's Good-Will. 
Employ'd in greater Matters now, 
No Flatteries, no Bribes coud bow 


1 A a His 
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His ſtubborn Soul; true to his Truſt, 


Firm, and incxorably juſt, 

In Judgment ripe, he ſoon became 

A WALPOLE, or a WALSINGHAM 3 

And wakeful for the publick Peace, 

No Dragon guards the Golden Fleece 
With half that Vigilance, and Care, 

His buſy Eyes kenn'd ev'ry where; 

In cach dark Scheme knew how to dive, 

Tho' cunning Derviſes contrive 

Their Plots, diſguis d with Shams, and Lyes, 

And cloak d with real Perjurys. 


Now high in Rank the Peer is place d, 
And Ali Beg with Titles grace d; 
No Bounds his Maſters Bountys know, 
His ſwelling Coffers overflow, 

And he is puzzled to beſtow 3 
Perplex'd, and ſtudious, to contrive 


To whom, and how, not what to give; 


\ 
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His pious Frauds conceal the Name, 

And skreen the modeſt Man from Shame. 
Who cer would heav'nly Treaſures raiſe, 
Muſt grant the Boon, eſcape the Praiſe. 
But his immenſe, and endleſs Gain, 

No private Charitys cou'd drain : 

On publick Works he fix'd his Mind, 

The zealous Friend of Human Kind. 
Convenient Inns on cach great Road, 
Alt his own proper Coſts endow'd, 

To weary Caravans afford 

Refreſhment, both at Bed, and Board. 
From Thames, the Tiber, and the Rhine, 
Nations remote with Ali dine; 


In various Tongues his Bounty's bleſt, 
While with Surpriſe the ſtranger Gueſt, 


Does here on unbought Dainties feaſt ; 
See ſtately Palaces ariſe, 


And gilded Domes invade the Skies. 


Aa3 


Say 
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Say Muſe, what Lords inhabit here! 

Nor fav rite Eunuch, Prince, nor Peer: 
The Poor, the Lame, the lind, the Sick, 
The Idiot, and the Lunatick. 

He curb'd each River's ſwelling Pride, 
Or the reluctant murm'ring Tide 


From Bank to Bank his Bridges ſtride. 

A thouſand gracious Deeds were done, 

Bury'd in ſilence and unknown. 

| G 

At length, worn out with Years, and Care, | 

Sha Abbas dy'd ; left his young Heir 

Sha Hef, unexperienc d, raw, 

By his ſtern Father kept in awe; 

To the Seraglio's Walls confin d, 

Barr d from the Converſe of Mankind. 

Strange Jealouſy ! a certain Rule, 

Io breed a Tyrant, and a Fool. 

Still Ali was Prime Miniſter, 

But had not much his Maſter's Ear; 


Walk 
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Walk'd on unfaithful, {lipp'ry Ground, 
Till an Occaſion cou'd be found 


To pick a Quarrel ; then no doubt, 


As is the mode at Court turn out. 
Sha Sefi, among Eunuchs bred, 
With them convers'd, by them was led; 
Beardleſs, Half men! in whoſe falſe Breaſts; 
Nor Joy, nor Love, nor Friendſhip reſts. 
There Spight, and pincing Envy, dwell, 
And rage as in their native Hell ; 
For conſcious of their own Diſgrace, 

Fach Excellence they would debaſe, 
And vent their Spleen on Human Race. 
This Ali found, Strange ſenſeleſs Lyes, 
And inconſiſtent Calumnies, 
They buz into the Monarch's Ears, 
And he believes all that he hears. 
Great Prince (aid they) Ali, your Slave 
Whom we acknowledge Wiſe and Brave 


Aa; 0 
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Yet pardon us We can't but ſee 
His boundleſs Pride, and Vanity: 
His Bridges triumph o'er each Tide, 


In their own Channels taught to glide, 


Each Beggar, and each lazy Drone, 


His Subject, more than yours, is grown: 


nd for a Palace leaves his Cell, 
Where Xerxes might be proud to dwell. 
His Inns for Travellers provide, 


Strangers are liſted on his fide : 


In his own Houſe how grand the Scene 


Tiflues, and Velvets, are too mean, 


Gold, Jewels, Pearls, unheard Expence ! 


Suſpected, bold, Magnificence ! 
Whence can this Flood of Riches flow ? 


* Examine his Accounts, you'll know : 


Your Eye on your Exchequer caſt, 


The Secret will come out at laſt, 
| inks 


4 
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Alt next Morn (for 'twas his way 
To riſe before the Dawn of Day,) 
Went early to the Council. Board, - 
Proſtrate on Earth, his King ador'd. 
The King with Countenance ſevere, 
Look d ſternly on his Miniſter : 

Ali (ſaid he) I have been told, 


Great Treaſures, both in Gems, and Gold, 
Were left, and truſted to your care; 


'Mong theſe, one Gem exceeding rare, 
I long to view; which was, (they ſaid 


A Preſent from the Sultan made, 
The fineſt that the World Cer ſaw, 


White, large, and fair, without a flaw. 
Th' unblemiſh'd Ali thus reply d, 

Great Sir! it cannot be deny'd, 

'Tis brillant, beautiful, and clear, 

The Great Mogul has not its peer, 
Pleaſe it your Majeſty, to go 

Into the Treaſury below, 
A 4 You'll 
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You'll wonder at its pierceing Ray, 
The Sun gives not a nobler Day. 
Together now they al deſcend; 
Poor Ali had no other Friend, - 
But a Soul faithful to its Truſt, 
The ſure Aſylum of the Fuſt. 
In proper Claſſes now are ſeen | 
The Diamonds bright, and Emraulds green; 
Pearls, Rubies, Saphirs next appear, 
Diſpos'd in Rows with niceſt Care. 
The King views all with curious Eyes, 
Applauds with wonder, and ſurprize, 
Their Order, and peculiar Grace, 
Each thing adapted to its place; 
The reſt with envious Leer behold, 
And ſtumble upon Bars of Gold. | 
Next in an Amber Box, is ſhown F 
The nobleſt Jewel of the Crown : 110) M5 
This, Sir, ſaid he, (believe your Slave). 
1 the fine Gem the Sultan gave 1 * 


Around 


nd 
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Around it darts its Beams of Light, 
No Comet c'et was half fo bright. 
The King with Foy the Gem admires, 
Well-pleas'd, and half-convinc'd, retires. 
Ali (faid he) with you 1 dine, 

Your Furniture (I'm told) is fine. 
Wiſe Ali for this Favour ſhow'd, 
Humbly with loweſt Rev'rence bow'd. 
At Alis Houſe now ev'ty Hand 

Is buſy, at their Lord's Command ; 
Where at th appointed Hout reſort 
The King, and all his ſplendid Court. 
Ali came forth his Prince to meet, 
And lowly bowing, kiſs d his Feet. 


On all his Compliments beſtows, 


Civil alike to Friends, and Foes, 
The King impatient to behold 
His Furniture of Gems, and Gold, 


£< ; 
From 
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From Room to Room the Chace purſu'd, 
With curious Eyes each Corner view'd, 
Ranſack'd th' Apartments o'er and o er, 

Each Cloſet ſearch'd, unlock d each Door ; 
But all he found was plain, and coarſe, 

The meaneſt Perſian ſcarce had wore : 
Theſe Ali for convenience bought, 

Nor for expenſive Trifles ſought. 

One Doora prying Eunuch ſpy'd, } 
With Bars and Locks well fortify'd, * 
And now ſecure to find the Prize, 

Show d it the King with joyful Eyes. 

Ali (ſaid he) that Citadel, 4 f 
Is ſtrong, and barricaded well; 


WM bat have you there? Ali reply'd, 


Od, Sir, there's lodg'd my greateſt Pride: 
There are the Gems I value moſt, 
And all the Treaſures I can boaſt. | 
All now convinc'd of his Diſgracs, 

Triumph appear'd in evry Face. D 


The 


e 
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The Monarch doubted now no more, 
The Keys are brought, unlock'd the Door, 
When 1o! upon the Wall appear, 8 


His * s Weeds hung up with Care, 


— 


Nor Crook, nor Scrip, was wanting there ; ; 
Nor Pipe that tune'd his humble Lays, 
Sweet Solace of his better Days! 

Then bowing low, he touch'd his Breaſt, 
And thus the wond'ring King addreſt: 

Great Prince! your Ali is your Slave, 

To you belong whatc'er I have, 

Goods, Houſe, are yours, nay yours this Head, 
For ſpeak the Word, and I am dead: 
Theſe Moveables, and theſe alone, 

I may with juſtice call my own. 

Your Royal Sire, Abbas the Great, 

Whom Nations proſtrate at his Feet, 

On Earth ador'd ; whoſe Soul at reſt, 

In Paradiſe a welcome Gueſt, 
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* Enjoys its full, in fragrant Bow' rs, 

Or wantons upon Beds of Flow'rs, 

While the pure Stream, in living Rills, 

From Rocks of Adamant diſtils, 

And black-cy'd Nymphs attend his Nod, 

Fair Daughters of that bleſt Abode : 

By his Command, I left the Plain, 

An humble, but contented Swain. 

N or ſought I Wealth, nor Pow'r, nor Place, 

All theſe were owing to his Grace z 

T was his meer Bounty made me great, | 

And fix'd me here, in this high Scat, 

The Mark of Envy. Much he gave, 
Baut yet of nought depriv'd his Slave: | 

He touch'd not theſe. Alas! whoſe Spite, 


Whoſe Avarice, would theſe excite? 
My old, hereditary Right. TO 
Grant me but theſe (Great Prince) once more, 


Grant me the Pleaſure to be Poor, 
The Turks give ſuch a Deſcription of the Paradiſe * 


This 
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This Scrip, theſe homely Weeds Ill wear, 
” The blcating Blocks ſhall be my Care 
Th' Employ, that did my Youth engage, 
Shall be the Comfort of my Age. 

The King amaz'd at ſuch a Scorn 

Of Riches, in a Shepherd born ; 

How ſoars that Soul (ſaid he) above 

The Courtier's Hate, or Monarch's Love! 
No Pow'r ſuch Virtue can efface, 

No jealous Malice ſhall diſgrace. 

Wealth, Grandeur, Pomp, are a meer Cheat, 
But this, is to be truly Great. 

While Tears ran trickling down his Face, 
He claſp'd him in a cloſe Embrace ; 

Then caus'd himſelf to be undreſt, 

And cloath'd him in his Royal Veſt : 

The greateſt Honour he cou d give, 

Or Perſian Subjects can receive. 


The 


The Sweer-ſcented Miſer. 


* me, (my noble gen rous Friend) 
— With what Deſign, and to what End, 

Do greedy Fools heap up with Care, 

That Pelf, which they want Heart to ſhare} 

What other Pleaſure can they know, | 

| But to enjoy, or to beſtow ? 

Ads of Benevolence and Love, 

Give us a Taſte of Heav'n above; 

We imitate th' Immortal Pow'rs, : 

Whoſe Sun-ſhine, and whoſe kindly Show'rs, 

Refreſh the poor, and barren Ground, 

And plant a Paradiſe around 

Bur this mean, ſneaking Avarice, 

8 1s a Collection of all Vice. | 

Where this foul Weed but taints the Place, 

Nor Virtue grows, nor Worth, nor Grace; 


| 


| * 


The 


The 
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The Soul a deſart Waſte remains, 

And ghaſtly pee reigns. 

But where will theſe grave Morals tend ? 
Pardon my Zeal, (dear courteous Friend ;) 


The Province of my humbler Vein, | 


Is not to preach, but entertain. 


ly 


4 
Gripe, from the Cradle to the Grave, 


Was good for nothing, but to ſave; 
Mammon his God, to him alone 
He bow'd, and his ſhort Creed was known: 


| On his Thumb-Nail it might be wrote, 


A Penny ſav'd 's a Penny got. 

This rich poor Man, was jogging down, 
Once on a time, from London Town; 
With him his Son, a handy Lad, 

To dreſs his Daddy or his Pad: 
Among his Dealers he had been, 

And all their ready Caſh ſwept clean. 


Gripe, 


J — cer Abe re RARER e—_s <a ooo ——_— — 


Gripe, to ſave Charges on the Road, 
At each good Houſe cramm dd in a Load; 
With boii'd, and roaſt, his Belly fill d, 
And greedily each Tankard ſwill'd : 
Hoy ſavoury, how ſweet the Meat ! 
How good the Drink when others treat ! 


Now on the Road, Gripe trots behind, 


For weighty Reaſons (as you'll find) 
The Boy ſoon long d to take a Whet, | 
His Horſe at each Sign made a ſet, 

And he, ſpurr'd on with great regret. 
This the old Man obſery'd with pain, 
Ah! Son, ſaid he, the way to gain 
Wealth, (our chief Good) is to abſtain ; 
Check each expenſive Appetite, 


And make the moſt of ey'ry Mite : 


Conſider well, my Child, 'O think 
What Numbers are undone by Drink 


Hope. 


— So — T_— 
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Hopeful young Men ! who might be great, 


Die well, and leave a large Eſtate, 


But by lewd Comrades led aſtray, A 
Guz ling, piſs all their Means away. 


Tom Daſh, of Parts acute, and rare, 


Can ſplit a Fraction to a hair; 
Knows Wingate better than his Creed, 
Can draw ſtrong Ale, or a weak Decd ; 


By Precedents a Bond can write, 

Or an Indenture Tripartite 

Can meaſure Land, Paſture, or Wood, 
Yet never purchas'd half a Rood. 
Whom all theſe lib ral Arts adorn, 

Is he not rich! as Sheep new ſhorn. 
The Reaſon need not far be ſought, 


For Three Pence gain'd, he ſpends a Groat. 


There's Billy Blowſe, that merry Fellow, 
So wond'rous witty when he's mellow ; 
Ale, and Mundungus, in deſpite | 
Of Nature, make the Clown polite. 

Bb 
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When thoſe rich Steams chafe his dull Head, 
What wok rs ſhoot up in that Hot-Bed ! 
His Jeſts when Fogs his Temples ſhrowd, 


Like the Sun burſting thro a Cloud, 
Blaze out, and dazzle all the Crowd : 


They laugh, cach Wag's exceeding gay, 


While he, poor Ninny ! jokes away 

By Night, whatc'cr he gets by Day. 

To theſe Examples I might add, 

A Squire or two, troth full as bad; 
Who doom'd by Heaven for their Sins, 
Mind nothing but their Nipperkins : 
But theſe, at this time, ſhall ſuffice 8 
Be ſaving, Boy, chat is, be wiſe. 


f Now; Muſe, come hold thy Noſe, and tell, 
What doleful Accident befel; 


His Horſe ſet hard, an antient Hack, 


That twice ten Years carry'd a Pack; 


« © wy w% 


> 


But 
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An 
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His Bowels ſtufft with too much Meat, 
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But ſuch a Cargo ne'cr before, 


He had him cheap, and kept him poor; 


He fate uncaſy in his Seat, | 2 
And riggled often to and fro, 
With painful Gripings gnaw'd below. 


His Diſtance yet in hope to gain, 

For the next Inn, he ſpurs amain ; 

In haſte alights, and skuds away, 

But Time and Tide for no Man ſtay. 

No Means can ſave whom Heay'n has curſt, 
For out th impetuous Torrent burſt. 

Struck dumb, aghaſt at firſt he ſtood, 


And ſcrat his Head in penſive Mood: 


But wiſely judging twas in vain, 

To make an Outcry, and complain, 
Of a bad Bargain made the beſt, 
And lull'd his troubled Soul to reſt, 
Back he return d with rueful Face, 


And ſhuffled thro the Houſe a- pace; | 
| Bb2 =_ 7 
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My Landlady ſcreams out in haſte, 

Old Gentleman, Ho! — where ſo faſt? 
Before you go, pray pay y6hr Shot, 
This young Man here has drunk a Pot. 

A Pot! ſaid Gripe Oh the young Rogue 
Ah ruinous, expenſive Dog ! 

And mytt'ring Curſes, in his Ear, 
Look'd like a Witch with helliſ Leer; 
But finding 'twas in vain to fret, 
Pull'd out his Catskin, paid the Debt. 
_This Point adjuſted, on they fare, 
Ambroſial Sweets perfume the Air : 
The Lounker, by the fragrant Scent, 
Percciving now how Matters went, 
Laugh'd in wardly, cou'd ſcarce contain, 
And kept his Countenance with pain. 

At laſt (he cries) now, Sir, an't pleaſe, 

l hope you're better, and at caſe. 


tis all out —— 


Better, you Booby 
What's out? (ſaid he) you drunken Lout ; 


* 
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All in my Trowſgrs—— well——no matter —— 
Not great th Expence of Soap and Water; 
This Charge 


By Management may be repair'd : 


if Times are not too hard, 


But oh ! that damn'd confounded Pot! 
Extravagant, audacious Sot; 
This, this indeed, my Soul does grieve, 75 
There's Two-pence loſt without retricve. 


The Incurious Bencher. 


T Jenny Mann's, where Heroes meet, 
© And lay their Laurels at her Feet ; 
The modern Pallas, at whoſe Shrine 3 


They bow, and by whoſe Aid they dine: 


Col'nel Brocade, among the reſt 
Was cv'ry day a welcome Gueſt. 


 - One 


LY 
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One Night as carelefly he ſtood, * | 

_ Chearing his Reins before the Fire, 
(So ev ry truc-born Briton ſhou'd) 

Like that he chafe'd, and fume d, with Ire. 

Jenny, (ſaid he) tis very hard, 
That no Man's Honour can be ſpar d; 
If I but ſup with Lady DutcheG, 
Or play a Game at Ombre, ſuch.is, 

The Malice of the World, tis ſaid, 
| Altho' his Grace lay drunk in bed, 
"Twas I that caus d his akeing Head. 
If Madam Doodle wou d be witty, 


And 1 am ſummon'd to the City, f 


To play at Blind-Man's- Buff, or ſo, 

What won't ſuch helliſh Malice do ? 

l but catch her in a Corner, 
Humph tis your Servant Cornel Horner: : 
But rot the ſnecring Fops, if cer 

- I prove it, it ſhall coſt em dear; 
I ſwear by this dead-doing Blade, 
Dreadſul Examples ſhall be made: 


» 


What 


FI 
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What— can't they drink Bohea and Cream, 
But, dam em I nauſt be their Theme ? 

Other Mens Buſineſs let alone, 

Why ſhou'd not Coxcombs mind their own ? 
As thus he rav'd with all his Might, 
(How inſecure from Formne's Spight, | 
Alas! is ev'iry Mortal Wight!) 

To ſhew his antient Spleen to Mars, 
Fierce Vulcan caught him by the A 
Stuck to his Skirts, inſatiate Varlet ! 
And fed with pleaſure, on the Scarlet. 
Hard by, and 'in the Corner fate 

A Bencher, grave, with Look ſegate, 
Smoking his Pipe, warm as a Toaſt, 
And reading over laſt Week's Poſt 3 

He ſaw the Foe the Fort invade, - 

And ſoon ſmelt out the Breach he made : 
But not a word a little ſſy 

He look d, tis true, and from each Eye 
A ſide· long Glance ſometimes he ſent, 


To bring him News, and watch th Event. 6 
B d 4 | At 


/ 


376 992 Ares 


At length upon that tender Part, EP? 
Where Honour lodges; (as of old 
Authentick Hudibras has told) 

The bluſtring Co!'nel felt a Smart. 

. Sore-griey'd for his affronted Bum, 

7 Frisk d, ip d, and bounc'd about the Room; 

Then turning ſhort, 2 — ds, Sir, (he cries) 

Pox on him, had the Fool no Eyes! 

What! let a Man be burnt alive n 

I am not, Sir, inquiſitive 

(Reply'd Sir Gravity) to know 

Whatcer your Honour's pleas d to do; 

3 you will burn your Tail to Tinder, 

Pray what have Ito do to hinder ? 
_ Other Mens Buſmeſs let alone, 

Why ſbou d not Coxcombs mind their own x A 

Then knocking out his Pipe with care, 

' Laid down his Penny at the Bar; | 

And wrapping round his Frize Surtout, 

Took up his Crab-Tree, and walk d out. 


The 
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The Buſy Indolent: 
1 
T1103 
Ack Careleſs, was a Man of Parts, 
F Well 5kill'd in the politer Arts, 


With Judgment read, with Humour writ, 


Among his Friends paſt for a Wit: 
But lov'd his'Eaſe more than his Meat, 
And wonder d Knaves could toil and cheat, 
T' expoſe themſelves by being Great. 
At no Levees the Suppliant bow'd 3 
Nor courted for their Votes the Croud : 
Nor Riches, nor Preferment ſought, 
Did what he pleas d, ſpoke what he thought. 
Content within due Bounds to live, N 


And what he could not ſpend, to give: 
he Wou d 


— 
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Woud whiff his Pipe oer nappy Ale, 
And joke, and pun, and tell his Tale ; 
5 Reform the State, lay down the Law, 
And talk of Lords he never ſaw 4 | 
Fight Marlbro s Battels o'er again, 
And puſh the French on Blenbeims Plain; 
9 Diſcourſe of Paris, Naples, Rome, | 
Tho he had never ſtirrd from home: 
"Tis true, he travcll'd with great care, 
The Tour of Europe in his Chair. | 
Was loth to part without his Load, 1 N 
Or move till Morning peep d abroad. 


1 


wy One day this honeſt, idle Rake, 


Nor quite aſleep, nor well awake, 


Was lolling in his Elbow-chair, « 
And building Caſtles in the Air, 
- His Nipperkin (the Port was good) | ' 
Half empty at his Elbow ſtood, 


When a ſtrange Noiſe offends his Ear, 


The Din increas d as it came near, 


. 2 And 


2 
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And in his Vard at laſt he vie wid 
Of Farmers a great Multitude; 
Who that Day walking of their Rounds, 
Had diſagreed about their Bounds: | 
And ſure the Diff rence muſt be wide, 
Where each does for himſelf decide. 
Vollics of | Oaths in vain they ſwear, 
Which burſt likguiltlesBombs in Air: 
And thou'rt a Knave, and thou'rt an Oaf, 
Is banded round with Truth enough. 
At length they mutually agree, 
His-Worſhip ſhould be Referree, 
Which Courtcous Fack conſents to be : 
Tho' for himſelf he wou'd not budge, 
Yet for his Friends an arrant Drudge z 
A Conſcience of this Point he made; 
With Pleafure readily obey'd, 
And ſhot likg Light'ning to their aid. 

The Farmers ſummon'd to his Room, 


Bowing with aukward Rey'tence come. 
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In his great Chair his Worſhip ſate, 


A gravc, and able Magiſtrate: 
Silence proclaim d, each Clack was laid, 


424 flippant Tongues with pain obey' d. 


In a ſhort Speech, he firſt computes 
The vaſt Expence of Law-Diſputes, 
And everlaſting Chanc'ry Suits. 


With Zeal, and Warmth, h he rally'd then, 


Pack'd Juries, Sheriffs, Tales-Men ; 
And recommended in the cloſe, 
Good Neighbourhood, Peace, and Repoſe. 


Next weigh'd with Care each Man's Pretence, 


Perus d Records, heard Evidence, : 
Obſerv'd, reply d, hit ev'ry Blot, 


'Unravell'd ev'ry Gordian Knot ; 
With great Activity, and Parts, 
| Inform'd their Judgments, won their Hearts : 


And without Fees, or Time miſpent, | 


> 


By ſtrength of Ale, and Argument, 


Diſpatch'd them home, Friends, and content. 


7. ruſty, 
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With Cares oppreſs'd, and Bus'neſs ſpent, 
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Truſty, who at his Elbow fate. | 
And with ſurprize heard the Debate, | | 


Aſtoniſh'd, cou'd not but admire | + O25 | 


His ſtrange Dexterity, and Fire; | | 
His wiſe Diſcernment, and good Senſe, 1 
His Quickneſs, Eaſe, and Eloquence. 1 
Lord! Sir, (ſaid he) I can't but chile, , | 
What uſeful Talents do you hide? | J | 
In half an hour you have done more gg 
Than Puzzle can in half a Score, (1988 + 
With all the Practice of the Courts FS | 
His Caſes, precedents, Reports. 
Jack with a Smile reply 'd, tis true, 
This may ſeem odd, my Friend, to you, | | | 
But give me not more than my duc. | 5 
No hungry Judge nods o'er the Laws, .B 
But haſtens to decide the Cauſe: ; 
Who hands the Oar, and drags the Chain, 
Will ſtruggle to be free again. 


So lazy Men, and indolent, 


Exert #3 
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Exert their utmoſt Pow'rs, and Skill, 
Work hard ; for what ? why to ſir Rill. 
They toil, they ſweat, they want no Fee, 
For cy'a Sloth prompts to Induſtry. 
Therefore (my Friend) I freely own 
All this Addreſs I now have ſhown, 

Is mere Impatience, and no more, 

To lounge, and loiter, as before : Cas 
Life is a Span, the World an Inn, fl in) 
Here, Sirrah, t othet Nipperkin. 


be Teoman of Kent: 
6 ub wil a 
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| Yeoman bold n of Kent) | ] 
Liv d on his own, and paid no Rent; 

Manure'd his old paternal Land, 

| Had always Money at command, 


To 
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To purchaſe Bargains, or to lend, 8 | 


I' improve his Stock, or help a Friend : | | 
At Creſſy, and Poictiers, of old "I, 
His Anceſtors were Bow-Men bold ; | | 
Whoſe good Yew-Bows, and Sinews ſtrong, = 
Drew Arrows of a Cloth-Yard long: : 
For E neland' 8 Glory, ſtrew'd the Plain, | ( 
With Barons, Counts, and Princes ſlain. | 2 
Belovd by all the Neighbourhood, 
For his Delight was doing good : 


At cv'ry Mart his Word a Law, 


Kept all the ſhuffling: Knaves i in awe. 

How juſt is Heaven, and how true, 

To give to ſuch Deſert i its Due! _ 

Tis in authentick Legends ſaid, 1 3 
Two Twins at once had bleſs d his Bed 3 


Frank was the eldeſt, but the other = | 


Was honeſt Numps, his younger Brother 2 © 


That, 
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$ That, with a Face effcniinate, | 2 
And Shape too fine, and delicate, 
1 Took after his fond Mother Kate, 
A Frankiins Daughter. Numps was rough, 
1 No Heart of Oak was half ſo tough, 
E And true as Steel; to cuff, or kick, 
Or, play a Bout at double Stick, 
| Who but Friend Numps ? while Frank's Delight 
| Was more (they ſay) to dance, than fight; 
At I bit ſon, ales King of the May, 
BH Among the Maids brisk, frolick, gay, 


He tript it on each Holy-Day. ; 
= Their Genius diff rent, Frank wou d roam 
| To Town; but Numps, he ſtaid at home. 
The Youth was forward, apt to learn, 
Coaud ſoon an honeſt Living earn; 
Good Company wou d always keep, 
Was known to Falltaff i in Eaſt- Cheap; 
Threw many a merry Main, cou d bully, 
And put the Doctor on his Cully ; 


CS — * 
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Ply'd hard his Work, had learnt the way, 
To watch all Night, and ſleep all Day. 
| Fluſh'd with Succeſs, new tigg'd, and clean, 


Polite his Air, genteel his Mien : 2 
Accompliſh'd thus in ev'ry Part, I 
He won a buxom Widow's Heart. 


Her Fortune narrow, and too wide, 


Alas! lay her Concerns, her Pride : A 
Great as a Dutcheſs, ſhe wou'd corn F 
) Mean Fare, a Gentlewoman born; my 
> Poor, and expenſive! on my life 779 2 
) Tas but the Devil of a Wife. eee 


Yet Frank with what he won 7 Night, 2 5 


A while liyvd tolerably tight ; ; 
And Spouſe, who ſometimes ſate till Morn > 
At Cribbidge, made a good Return. 

While thus they liv'd from hand to mouth, 
She laid a Bantling to the Youth ; 


But whether 'twas his own or no, 


My Authors don't pretend to know. | 4 
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His Charge enhanc d, tis alſo true 


A Lying: in's expenſive too, 


In Cradles, Whittles, Spice-Bowls, Sack, 


Whatcer the wanton Goſſips lack; 
While Scandal thick as Hail-ſhot flies, 
Till peaceful Bumpers ſeal their Eyes. 
Frank deem d it prudent to retire, 
And viſit the good Man his Sie; 
In the tage · Coach he ſeats himſelf, 
Loaded with Madam, and her Elf; 
In her right Hand the Coral place d, 
Her Lap a China Orange grace d; 


| Pap for the Babe was not forgot, 

And Lullaby's melodious Note, 

That warbled in his Ears all day, 
Short ned the rugged, tedious Way. 


Frank to the Manſion-Houfe now come, 


Rejoice ed to find himſelf at home; 
Neighbours around, and Couſins went 
By Scores, to pay their Compliment. 
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The good old Man was kind, tis true, 
But yet a little ſhock'd, to view 

A Squire ſo fine, a Sight ſo new. 

But above all, the Lady fair 

Was pink d, and deck d beyond compare; 
Scarce a Shrieve's Wife at an Aſſize 
Was dreſs'd ſo fine, ſo roll'd her Eyes: 
And Maſter too in all his Pride, 1 
His Silver Rattle by his ſide, 

Wou d ſhake it oft, then ſhrilly ſcream; 


More noiſy than the Yeoman's Team 
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With Taſſels, and with Plumes made proud, | | 


While jingling Bells ring out aloud. 
The good old Dame, raviſh'd out- right, 
Een doated on ſo gay a Sight; 


Her Frank, as glorious as the Morn; 


Poor Numps, was look d upon with ſcorn; 8 


Wiith other Eyes the Veoman ſage 


Bcheld each Youth ;-nought cou d engage | 
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His wary, and diſcerning Heart, 

But Sterling Worth, and true Deſert. 

Kt laſt, he cou'd no longer bear 

Such ſtrange ſophiſticated Ware; 

He cries, (enrage'd-at this odd Scene) 
What can this fooliſh Coxcomb mean, 
Who, like a Pedlar with his Pack, 
Carries his Riches on his Back? 
Soon ſhall this Block-head ſink my Rents, + 
And alicnate, my Tenements, 


Which long have ſtood in good repair, 


Nor ſunk, of roſe, from Heir. to Heir; 
| Still the ſame Rent without advance, 


Since the Black Prince firſt conquer'd France : 


But now, alas! all mult be loſt, 

And all my prudent Projects croft. 
Brave honeſt Race ' bi it thus then 

We dwindle into n ; 

But I'll prevent this f foul Diſgrace,. - . 
This Butterfly from Ener L Il. chace. 


P _ 5 . 
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He Ladies Ball without delay; 
To London Town directs his way; 
There at the Heralds Office ne 4 
Took out his Coat, and paid his Fee, 
And had it cheap, as Wits agree. he 
A Lion rampant, ſtout, and able, 
Argent the Field, the Border fable; 
The gay Eſcutcheon look d as fine, 
As any new. daubd Country Sign. 
Thus having done what he decreed, 
Home he returns with all his ſpeed : -" 
Here, Son, (ſaid he) ſince you will be | b 
A Gentleman, in ſpight of me, | 


Here, Sir, this gorgeous Bauble take, 
How well it will become a Race! 
Ze what you ſeem : This is your Share; 
But honeſt Numps ſhall be my Heir; 

To him Ill leave my whole Eſtate, 


Leſt wy Brave Race degenerate. 


He 
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be Happy Lunatick: | 
To Doctor M ny | 

; A 

1 4 EE 

1 HEN Saints were cheap in good Nos Reign, 

As Sinners now in Drury-Lane ; 


ST Wraptupin Myſterys profound, 

; _ A Saint percciv'd his Head turn round : 
3 Whether the ſweet, and ſavoury Wind, 

| That ſhou'd have been diſcharg'd behind, 

| For want of vent, had upward fled, 

And ſeiz d the Fortreſs of his Head 5 

Ye ſage Philoſophers debate, 

I folve no Problems intricate. | 


? That 
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That he was mad, to me is gon 
Elſe why ſhou' d he, whoſe nicer Ear 


Cou'd never bear Church-Muſick here, 
Dream that he heard the Bleſt above, 


Chanting in Hymns of Joy and Love? 


Organs themſelves, which were of yore 
The Muſick of the Scarlet Whore, 


Are now with tranſport heard. In fine, 


Raviſh'd with Harmony Divine, 

All earthly Bleſſings he defies, 

The Gueſt and Fay'rite of the Skies. 
At laſt, his too officious Friends 

The Doctor call, and he attends; | 
T he Paticnt cure d, demands his Fee, | 
Curſe on thy farting Pills, and thee, 
Reply'd the Saint: Ah! to my Coſt 
I'm cure 'd; but where s the Heavn! loſt? 
Go, vile Deceiver, get thee hence, 
Who'd barter Paragiſe for Senſe? | 
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; 0 Evn ſo bemurd, (chat is, pode) 

| w ith Raptures fir d, and more than bleſt; 


In pompous Epick, tow'ring Odes, ; K A1 
Il ſtrut with Heroes, feaſt with Gods; 
Enjoy by turns the tuneful Quire, 
For me they touch each Golden Lyre. 
Happy Deluſion! kind Deceit! , 
Till you, my Friend, reveal the Cheat: 
vour Eye ſevere, traces each Fault, irs MA 
|  Fach ſwelling Word, each Tinſel Thought. 
» Cure t of my Frenzy, I deſpiſe 
Such Trifles, ſtript of theit Diſguiſe, | 
Convinc, and n ile!“ 5 11211490 


* 


